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OU EXPECT to see—from 
a lovely woman—a lovely 
smile. (A flash of white teeth. 
A glimpse of firm, healthy gums.) 
You don't expect to see—from a lovely woman 
—an unlovely smile. 
(An unpleasant glimpse of dingy teeth, tender 
gums.) And you shouldn't. And you needn't! 
Your dentist knows that ‘‘pink tooth brush’ is 
a distress signal. When you see it—see him. 
There's only one chance in a hundred that it means 
a serious gum disorder, but your dentist should make 
the decision. Usually, however, it only means 
gums that have grown tender and flabby under 
our modern soft food diet. 


Ch eae ee 


“PINK TOOTH BRUSH” makes her evade all close-ups= 
dingy teeth and tender gums destroy her charm 


Too many soft foods . . . not enough hard, fibrous 
foods . . . and consequently not enough work to 
keep teeth and gums normally healthy—these 
are the primary reasons why “‘pink tooth brush”’ 
is so common. 


EXERCISE KEEPS GUMS HEALTHY 
So modern dental practice encourages an oral 
health measure that’s not only effective but very 
easy and simple—Ipana plus massage. All you do 
is to put a little extra Ipana on brush or fingertip, 
and rub your gums. Massage them thoroughly. 


Do it regularly, every time you 
brush your teeth. You can tell 
that your gums are grateful by 
the healthier, cleaner “‘feel’’ to them. New cir- 
culation tingles through them. They feel more 
alive . . . less sensitive. 


Make this gum massage with Ipana a part of 
your daily routine—morning and night. And “‘pink 
tooth brush"’ will probably always remain a 
stranger to you... gingivitis, pyorrhea and Vin- 
cent’s disease probably will be just words in a book. 
And the new whiteness of your teeth, the new 
brilliance of your smile, will make you wonder 
why every woman isn’t using Ipana plus massage. 















KEEP IN STEP 
WITH THE MODERN TREND 


The trend in interior decoration ‘today is to linoleum... for every room in the home. 
Effects hitherto available only at almost prohibitive cost . . . mosaics, old world tiles, 
marbles . . . can now be created simply and inexpensively with this most practical of 
floor coverings, giving you inspiration for the entire decorative scheme. 


Let the colour magic of Dominion Inlaid Linoleum put your home in tune with the 
times. Linoleum will reduce housework and give you greater leisure. 


Visit your nearest departmental or house-furnishing store and examine the wide 
range of colourful patterns. A leaflet on the care of linoleum is available on request. 


DOMINION OILCLOTH & LINOLEUM CO. LIMITED, MONTREAL 
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THAT TRANSFORMS YOUR HOME 





Natural Colour 
Photograph showing 
Dominion Marble Tile 
Inlaid Linoleum, pattern No. 
16 — with Inlaid Border, 


No. 8811—Dominion Embossed 
Inlaid Linoleum, with its de 
pressed mortar lines, gives the 
authentic tile efect. 








No. 7107—A typically beautiful 
pattern in Dominion Moulded 
Inlaid Linoleum—one of our 
most popular lines. 
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GENERAL ExeEctric KITCHEN 
Its trim, business-like beauty will thrill you 


HAT A JOY to prepare delicious meals—to concoct new 
and tempting dishes —in this magical General Elec- 
tric Kitchen. On every hand are built-in electrical servants. 


General Electric Telechron Clock reminds you of new 
golden hours of leisure. 
Through the Kitchen Planning Division of the G-E Home 


You simply snap switches, and presto! —the work is done. 

Dinner is no problem at all, even when you are out for 
the afternoon. In your absence, the G-E Hotpoint Range will 
cook the next meal automatically, and to the King’s taste. 
... You need never worry about perishable foods. They are 


Bureau, you can obtain suggestions on transforming your 
kitchen—without charge or obligation. All G-E appliances 
are designed to harmonize with one another, thus enabling 
you to add units from time to time and: achieve a General 


Electric Kitchen with a beautiful modern ensemble. 
o ¢ ° 







kept pure and wholesome in the General Electric Refriger- 
ator. . . . Even dishwashing is done electrically with the 
marvellous G-E Dishwasher. . . . And every day, your 


CANADIAN 
GENERAL @ ELECTRIC 


General Electric Products include Everything Electrical for 
the Home. Convenient terms available through G-E dealers. 













Write today for your free copy of the “General Elec- 
tric Home”—the illustrated booklet which explains 
how you can modernize every room in your home. 





Canadian General Electric Co. Limited 
212 King St. West, TORONTO 


Please send me, without obligation, free copies of the illustrated 
booklets: ‘The General Electric Home” and “The New Art of Living’. 
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‘+ A MAGAZINE FOR CANADIAN WOMEN 


H. NAPIER MOORE, Editorial Director 


; 


MONTH BY MONTH the women who come to life in 
our fiction pages seem very real to me. Their various 
personalities become such important daily matters for 
many weeks before you make their acquaintance in your 
comfortable chair by the evening fireside. When first the 
story’ of their life enters the office it must be read and 
re-read and considered from every angle. Is the woman an 
interesting one? Has her life dramatic portent? Does she 
live through the émotional situations and adventures that 
you will enjoy reading about? Yes? Then on to the next 


What particular type ot artist can best capture her 
moods? Shall the story of her life be given to a dramatic 
artist, as “Blame the Woman” was to John Clymer? Or 
shali it be handled with a more lighthearted, sophisti- 
catedl swing, as “Love is a Boomerang,” by John Holm- 
gren? Or by a man adept at catching the social mood and 
nuances, as “Girl Without Armor,” by R. W. Jackson? 


But selecting the right’ artist is only the beginning. 
What incident would best express the story? How shall 
the illustration be arranged on the page? And following 
that, what captions for the illustrations will arouse your 
interest most in the particular heroine we’re telling you 
about?” , 

Finally, the lady is captured in type and illustration, 
and passing sometimes by a news counter I watch some 
of you leafing over the pages of this magazine. That’s one 
of the tests for effective dramatizations. Another is the 
letters you write. One of “our women’’ who has caused 
a sensational interest was Mary Miller in ‘“‘Dream Out of 
Dust.” Remember her? Mary has been preached about, 
talked about, and written about in all parts of Canada. 
She has become a living reality to many thousands. 


SO THIS MONTH we give you another dramatic group. 
Meet Lita Ferrald, the once magnificent sportswomen, 
now a ‘nervous wreck, struggling to find some meaning to 
her life in “Blame the Woman.”’ The man she loves is 
linked with a tragedy in her life, so she runs away from 
him. Always a stupid thing to do, as most of us know, and 
Lita learns. The magnificent coastline of Nova Scotia is 
the setting for this romance and Martha Banning Thomas 
of Victoria Beach, N.S., the author. 


If you find Lita an emotionally disturbing woman to 
meet, turn to ‘Love is a Boomerang,” for there’s a heady 
lightheartedness about the beautiful dancer that has a 
definite enchantment. Polan Banks is one of the inter- 
nationally famous writers who appear so very often in 
Chatelaine, 


N. ROY PERRY, Advertising Manager 


BYRNE HOPE SANDERS, Editor 





Elizabeth Sloane, “the little deb with a frightened 
look,” has her coming-out dance in “Girl Without Armor”’ 
and waltzes into an unsuitable romance. But can she 
follow her own selfish interests when she feels that, as an 
adopted datighter, her elopement will bring dishonor on 
other adopted girls? Was her loyalty to an idea a right 
one; or did she take the wrong turning because of muddled 
thinking? This is one of those stories which, I believe, will 
lure you into a second reading. For here are five people, 
each believing they’re doing the right thing, and each of 
them effectively upsetting the lives of the others. 


With my favorite little Manon developing into a tanta- 
lizing beauty in “Approach to Love,” I find the women in 
this issue, whom I have known for many weeks past, 
particularly worth while. 


LUCY DOYLE, one of the best-known newspaper women 
in the Dominion, has seventeen years of unique memories 
to draw upon in writing her article on Edward VIII. Her 
experiences make for absorbing reading, and it is with 
pride that Chatelaine brings this feature by a woman who 
has probably had more opportunity to watch the beloved 
King Edward in the days when he was Prince of Wales, 
than any other press woman in the world. 

This month our special style number features the news 
about every phase of a smart woman’s wardrobe. Mrs. 
Fix’s discussion on the stout figures is in response to 
scores of letters from women who bewail their difficulties 
in translating the styles shown on the too, too elegant 
fashion pictures to their own pleasant plump contours. 
Next month Mrs. Fix, who is a stylist of rare experience, 
will do the same favor for the woman who is inclined to 
be skinny. Thosewomen who fall into either of these cate- 
gories would be wise to save these articles for constant 
reference and guidance. 


Next month brings one of the most arresting stories I 
have read: “Something Borrowed,” by that world- 
famous writer, Margaret Lee Runbeck. It’s one of those 
stories that make editorial readers whoop with delight. 
I hope you like whooping, too. There are two girls in it; 
one should be the heroine and one the villainess. But at 
the moment—and I’ve been acquainted with them for 
weeks now—I can’t decide which is which. I’ll wager you 
won't be able to either, when you meet them yourself, 
next month. 
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For Easter Breakfast... the bacon with the sweet 
smoke taste! Line small muffin tins with Swift's Premium 
Bacon. Drop an egg in center of each. Sprinkle with salt and bake 
in hot oven 450° F. until eggs are set and bacon is browned and 
crisp (about 15 min.). Serve on toast squares, with bacon curls. 
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O PARBOILING?. .. No, not with 
Swift’s Premium! It’s the famous Ovenized ham 
that bakes deliciously with much less work and 
bother on your part... 

Only Swift’s Premium Ham gets the Premium 
sugar-cure for mildness. And only Swift's Premium 
is Ovenized—smoked a special way, in ovens — for 
extra richness of flavor. It sounds incredible per- 
haps, but these Swift’s Premium Hams are actu- 
ally more delectable without parboiling! 


Ham for Easter is everybody's choice nowa- 
days. And every year more households get a 
better ham—easier to cook—by choosing Swift's 
Premium! Try one this Easter. Below you have 
the easy no-parboiling recipe, and the trick for 
making the cunning biscuit chicks. 


Swift Canadian Co., Limited 









2 to 14 Ib. ham with 2 cups water in| covered 









roast d bake in a 325° oven, allowing /21 min. 
per Ib. (FS Ib.) 
Skin, score, >vered, 
in hot oven tained 
honey. 

For the little\gests, cook and chop 1 k fresh 
spinach. Mix with 4 tsp 


nutmeg, and mold. As a p of chicks, trace 
this blue outline onto cardboardfhn 
grated yellow cheese to 2 cu 
biscuit recipe; roll dough 4 ix 
with pattern; bake; place in n 


n your regular 
Cut out chicks 
ts just before serving. 
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If You Have 


Acid Indigestion 


Alkalize Your Stomach This 
Way in Few Minutes 


Alkalizes Disturbed Stomach 





Almost Instantly 


If you want really quick relief from 
an upset or painful stomach condi- 
tion, arising from acidity following 
over-eating, smoking, unfortunate 
mixtures of food or stimulants, just 
try this: 

Take: Two teaspoonfuls of Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia in a full glass of 
water. 

Or—two Phillips’ Milk of Mag- 
nesia tablets; each of which con- 
tains the exact equivalent of a tea- 
spoonful of the liquid form. 

This acts to almost immediately 

alkalize the whole stomach content. 

Neutralizes the acids thai foster 

headaches, nausea, indigestion pains 
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PHILLIPS” 


MILK OF 





and upsets. You feel results at once. 
It’s really marvelous. 

Thousands of people are learning 
this about Phillips’ Milk of Mag- 
nesia. Finding out that nothing else 
they have ever tried acts to alkalize 
the stomach so quickly — eases it so 
rapidly. 

Try it next stomach upset you 
have. AND — if you are a frequent 
sufferer from “acid stomach” and 
indigestion, use it 30 minutes after 
meals — either the liquid or the 
tablets. You’ll soon forget you have 
a stomach. 

When you buy, see that any box 
or bottle you accept is clearly 
marked “Genuine Phillips’ Milk of 
Magnesia.” A big box of the tablets, 
to carry with you, costs only 25¢. 





MAGNESIA 
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“Helping twisted little bodies back to health again.” 


Fairy Godmother, Jr. 


You may think she’s a social butterfly, but if 
she’s a Junior Leaguer she knows how to help 
little Cinderellas and their brothers everywhere 


by DORA 


T ISagym. class, yes—but what strange 
l pupils! 
Few of them are over ten—but one or 
two are twenty! 

Most of them are pale and shabby, their 
bodies shrivelled and misshapen—some 
are in cripple’s irons. But the one or two 
are well dressed, supple, active. 

Watch them wiggle their fingers, bend 
and stretch as the nurse directs—the little 
cripples straining to do as they do—trying 
a bit harder—succeeding, too! 

This is the gym. class of paralytic child- 
ren in a city hospital. The ten-year-olds 
and under are the patients. The well- 
dressed women are members of the Motor 
Service of the Junior League. 

Last night, no doubt, they danced in the 
prettiest dresses at the city’s most fashion- 
able parties. They belong to the class 
dubbed “‘social butterflies’ —“spoiled heir- 
esses of wealthy families.” Yet here they 
are in the morning, in a downtown hospi- 
tal, helping twisted little bodies back to 
health again. Outside, their big limousines 
are waiting to carry the crippled children 
home to the streets of the poorer districts. 

Up and down these poorer districts other 
limousines are moving, dodging children 
playing in the streets, stopping now and 
then at worn and dirty doorways. These 
are not the cars of the Motor Service, but 
of the Unemployment Relief Department 
of the Junior League. To families whose 
names are given them by social welfare 


CARNEY 


societies, members of this Department 
supply food and clothing, delivering the 
parcels themselves, coming into actual 
contact with the poverty of their cities, 
often able to help still further with clothes, 
money or influence. 

Back in the hospital, girls who figure in 
the daily society columns in a seemingly 
ceaseless round of balls and teas and lunch- 
eons are filing records for the nurses, tak- 
ing moving pictures for laboratory research, 
checking up outgoing patients for the wel- 
fare agencies, showing tired little lie-abeds 
how to make things with their fingers. 
“Occupational Therapy” the hospital 
people call it, but none of the patients say 
that. 

Probably the very cot in which the 
patient lies was the gift of the Junior 
League. Perhaps the up-to-date equipment 
that cured him was donated out of League 
funds. For the members give lavishly of 
their own money, as well as of their ser- 
vices in collecting the money of others. In 
one Canadian city recently over $40,000 
was subscribed by the Junior League to the 
Hospital for Sick Children 


THE LEAGUE was started about thirty 
years ago by five debutantes of New York 
City who collected the flowers from their 
coming-out parties and delivered them to 
the hospitals. Since then it has grown to 
be one of the most powerful, and well organ- 
{Continued on page 52} 





“Assisting at the Well-Baby clinics to check 
weights, dress and undress the babies.” 
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“YOU'VE KEPT UP A BRAVE FIGHT,” HE SAID, "AND | CAN UNDERSTAND WHY YOU WANT TO BE FREE.” 


ame the Woman 


lovely country house, gazed about her. High time 

to be up and doing! Her days of convalescence were 

over. Last evening she had endured a final scolding 
from the doctor, who glared at her as if she had made herself 
ill for the sheer fun of it. 

““You’ve had a serious time of it. Great nervous strain; 
complications; a condition I am at a loss to diagnose 
correctly, since you choose not to reveal the basic diffi- 
culty.” He glared harder and Lita glared back. “You 
cannot, without grave danger, have another setback. You 
must leave; that, I insist upon.” 

“Indeed?’ she had sneered impolitely—for she liked 
this gruff physician, and they were on the friendliest of 
sneering terms—‘“and how long the change and rest?” 

“A year; perhaps two. Depends on how fast you gain.” 

“But,” and she waved her hand about in anger, “I can’t 
do better than this. I came here purposely for a quiet life. 


I ITA FERRALD, lying in bed in her little, lonely, 


You mean I must pull up stakes and go racketing around 
the world; stalking poise and composure?” 

The doctor had leaned forward, fairly spraying her with 
the birdshot of his words. “Young woman, listen to me. 
Repairing a damaged nervous system is a far longer and 
harder process than destroying one. If I’m not mistaken, 
you’ve already suffered a protracted term of disturbance 
which has more or less shattered your nervous system long 
before this. The symptoms are self-evident. Had you 
consulted me earlier, I might—I say, might—have pre- 
vented this second fracas.” 

“Sounds very, very jolly,” was the pert reply of his 
patient. “Will you also be kind enough to prescribe how I 
can afford to go away for a year or two? That would be 
helpful . . . and kind.” 

The doctor bestowed upon her a scowl deeper than he 
had ever managed before, and with a sort of snarl, accom- 
panied by a dimmed twinkle, said good-by. 


<a pee 
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1 aterewens 


by Martha Banning Thomas 


Of course she had confided nothing of the old, disastrous 
life left behind her. Not a word to anyone. Five years ago, 
and yet the whole unhappy experience had been revived 
this summer through the presence of Karol Gray and 
Conté Cottrell at the colony just across the Cove. One 
of those demented, unpremeditated patterns of human 
affairs which seem devised for the express purpose of 
torment. No matter how far you went, old hurts were 
bound to find you out. 

Once Lita had been strong and arrogant with youth. 
Once she had ranged with the best in sports, even collecting 
an amusing, audacious row of medals for her prowess. 
Then thunder growled across the sun. In a few hideous 
moments her life had been wrenched away from health and 
joyousness. She had grown wise and cautious through pain 
and fortitude. Being desperately hurt was enough tragedy, 
but heaped on this she had endured such injustice as still 
rankled in her heart and behind the shadows of her 
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SAYS MRS. ROBB BEEBE 


“‘Washdays hours shorter . . . dirt soaks 


loose in fifteen minutes” 
vy 
“Children’s Chipso-washed clothes last three 


years and more”’ 


PERSONAL VISIT TO CHIPSO HOME 
No. 56 


We took these direct colour photographs of 
Mrs. Beebe, Marjorie, Joe and Bobby prac- 


tically on top of their moving into a newly x 

built home. “I suppose the moving meant “Engagement-gift linens . . . snowy .. - 

new curtains,’’ I said, noting how gay and : 19 

fresh they looked against the pretty new no holes eee after fifteen years. 

wallpaper. “Oh, no!”’ laughed Mrs. Beebe. 7 

“These sitting-room curtains are three years **Dishwashi i ich Chips suds helps 
; ishwasnin in ricn Apso suds neips 

old, the bedroom curtains eight. All washed 8 E E 

regularly with Chipso!” keep hands smooth . . . gold bands still 

I ask you—would YOUR washed curtains bright on wedding china’”’ 


“Joe's enit te ready to look new against brand new wallpaper? 


Start its third summer.” 3. ° ‘ , 7a 

r i ee s = Ly g 7¥ re “I began using Chipso when Marjorie was a baby. The 
“Bobby's suit was Joc’s. Ee a Arh nurse I had then wanted Chipso. She said Chipso made it 
It's more than three ’ : Chipso Interviewer easy for her to get her uniforms snow-white. And Chipso 


never roughened her hands—a big point when you do a 
washing every day! 

“Since then I’ve used Chipso regularly . . . and for every- 
thing—clothes, dishes and cleaning. 

“I did experiment once with another soap— but one trial 


was enough! It wouldn’t dissolve like Chipso . . . wouldn’t 
Per nog has worn this give the suds. The water had an altogether different feel. 
ere eee It dried my hands so that my fingers split. That convinced 


me that the soap was too harsh for my clothes. 


“‘Chipso suds are rich and safe. They soak dirt loose, so 
that I can wash the clothes gently, without any hard rub- 
bing. And the children’s coloured washables don’t fade 
with Chipso. I give Marjorie’s outgrown dresses away still 
looking bright. But I save money on the boys’ suits because 
as fast as Joe outgrows them Bobby steps right into them.” 








SHORT-CUT TO SPARKLING DISHES 
...“I wouldn’t for anything risk 
having the decorations worn off of 
my nice dishes by harsh soap,” 
Mrs. Beebe says. ‘I Know Chipso 
is safe because it’s soft on my 
hands. And it’s so sudsy that it 
shortens the work of dishwashing 
and brings the cost ’way down.” 


“I just squeeze my dress 
through Chipso suds to 
make it snowy.” 





“SUDS IN A SECOND WITH CHIPSO... thick, 
creamy, lasting . . . with nothing harsh in them to 
sting the tongues of these bubble-blowers. Nothing 
harsh in Chipso to roughen hands, either, or to fade 
colours! The unfaded blue-checked table cloth in the 
picture below has been washed with Chipso for 
three years.” 





“CHIPSO SAVES HARD RUBBING ON CHILDREN’S CLOTHES” 
..- Joe and Bobby are about to take the boat down to the 
pond, where they’ll get good and dirty. “‘But,” says Mrs. 
Beebe thankfully, ‘rich Chipso suds save hard rubbing 
and they don’t fade our coloured clothes. That’s why our 
clothes look nice so long. These Swedish sweaters are soft 


and bright after a year of Chipso washing.” 
MADE IN CANADA 
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garden.” Now their glowing barbaric petals shone in the 
sun like copper pennies. “I helped you plant them. 
Remember?” asked Conté. The lightness of his tone hid a 
deeper note. 

Shoulder-high, the leopard lilies shrieked of vigor. ‘““They 
actually tire me,” confessed Lita with a twisted smile, 
“like so many things lately. It’s not a lack of spiritual 
gumption, I think. But sometimes it seems as if so much 
energy in the world is just ostentatious showing-off. Maybe 
you won’t agree, but I know what I’m talking about, be- 
cause I once, too—” She checked herself quickly. And 
Conté led her to a warm corner of the garden where 
delphiniums stood sweetly against a grey wall. ‘There is 
some new and poignant quality in you, dear, which makes 
me sorry for a lot of things. I’ve guessed your true calibre, 
but I’ve been tardy in confessing my faith, as it were. I’m 
fond of you, awfully. You must know it. And yet I’ve 
hurt you, forgotten you, left you out of things from sheer 
carelessness, and because you did not seem to want to do 
them. And I love you. Queer, isn’t it?” 

Lita caught her breath and moved away. Her hair 
rippled down her back like a brown waterfall. ‘Don’t 
make my going any harder, please. I’m not letting myself 
grow big-eyed and mournful over dead rose leaves. Things 
are as they are, Conté. Whatever sort of friendship we 
might manage would never do. Nor love, either. Too much 





of either would darken it making an impossible prospect.” 
“You talk in parables.” 
“Well, don’t let’s get pompous. . . Doctor’s orders.” 
“Just that? Selling everything? Going away for always?” 
“My dear, handsome Conté,”’ she was laughing at him, 
“one has to use something for money. It’s rather expected, 
or haven’t you found that out? I spent a good deal of what 
I had for this place, and I have eked out—I believe that is 
the proper term; and isn’t it nasty !—a slender living here. 
There doesn’t seem much else to do but. sell, unless you 
happen to have a drag with a counterfeit outfit.”” She must 
say anything, lest in panic and present distraction she 
commit some error for which she would be forever ashamed 
Maybe she had grown foolishly supersensitive by hoarding 
the poison of that old misadventure. Maybe silence had 
taken its toll of nerves. Yet she had staunchly kept to her 
code: “No complaints. No references.” 


NOW SHE turned and grasped Conté by the arm, holding 
it close as a child would. “A very entertaining thought has 
just occurred to me. Maybe I’m stronger than you. The 
sinews of hope make courage step high. I'll prove it yet, 
but not here. I’m snared in the pits of other people’s 
minds. It is very easy to be crippled by the pictures others 
draw of you. I'd like you to remember this, if ever you 
hear . . . anything about me.” She was smiling at him. 


Illustrated by John F. Clymer 


THEN CONFUSION; AND BRIAN’S 
SHOUT BORNE TO THEM ON THE 
WIND: "MAN OVERBOARD!” 


Conte kissed her hair. His dark eyes brushed 
across her vision, clouded by regret. ““You must 
go, then. I can see that,” he said. “Staying would 
fret you and undo all the gain you’ve made. The 
doctor made me see this vividly. But I wish I 
knew—just why.” He studied her face as if he 
were storing up every detail of coloring and 
feature against her absence. His hands held hers. 
“Where are you going? Can you tell me that?” 

“T haven’t the slightest idea. It must be so 
far away, so isolated and rugged that I shall be 
reminded of nothing at home.” She sighed. 
“Long nights for sleep; no need for pretense of 
any sort. I’m étred, Conté, dear; very tired.” 

“Yes, yes,” he soothed her, his lips against her 
hair. “Good-by then. I won’t try to see you 
again. Might as well try to keep a wild duck from 
flying.” 

She was trembling now. Terror pricked her 
valor. Was she deliberately casting off happiness 
already in her hand? 

“I'll come to say How-de-do to the leopard 
lilies sometimes,”’ he was saying, “and tell them 
you are as brave, untouchable and proud as 
they.”’ Gently he let her go and jumped over the 
low stone wall. 

“Now—now,” she thought. Aloud she called, 
“Just a minute, Conté.” 

Standing among the tall field grasses he turned 
his head. She was to think of him like that many 
times and in far places. 

“I've never asked you much about yourself, 
have I?” she began. “I did not even know your 
last name for weeks after I met you at the 
Country Club dance; but, Conté—have you a 
family?” 

“Yes. my darling. Quite customary in some 
cases. Does it distress you?” 

She kept her gaze gravely upon him, not 
answering. 

“A mother—father died years ago—and two 
brothers. One is a twin of mine; used to think it a 

frightful disgrace, you know, same clothes and all that rot 
when we were children. Now we usually manage to keep 
half a hemisphere apart to save confusion among friends. 
We've had,” he laughed, “some alarming experiences. 
We're practically identical except for a mole on my left 
brow.” He pointed to it solemnly. 

But Lita would not smile. “And the younger brother?” 

Conté looked at her in surprise. “How did you guess he 
was younger?” 

“Oh, I thought maybe—” 

“Well, he is. About fifteen.” 

The girl turned a trifle white in the morning sun. “I was 
afraid so,” she breathed to herself. “Is your younger 
brother well?’ she enquired. 

“Why pick on him? My twin is swell, even if he does 
look like me.” 

Lita said nothing. 

“Keith,” the man then remarked, ‘was never really 
hardy. Had an accident when he was ten, rather serious. 
Crutches, braces, and that sort of difficulty for a number of 
years, but has shed them now. Remarkably better, though 
still a bit lame. Goes to prep school—a nice kid.” 

Lita looked at the tall man among the tall grasses, not 
seeing him but another place beside the sea, hearing a 
child’s high, echoing scream, a splash in the water. She 
shivered. {Continued on page 26% 
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W, hat was the mystery that darkened her life; 


sent her wandering round the world escaping 


the consequences of hearthreak and cruelty ? 


dreams. She recovered from the restraint of splints and 
suffering, but the unfairness of criticism dragged down her 
pride and nearly broke it. For Lita had been brave to 
recklessness. She had saved a boy’s life to the sacrifice of 
her own young, streng years. Yet they said of her, whisper- 
ing in groups, eyeing her with slanted looks, that she had 
ruined for ever the child’s chances of a normal boyhood. 
The humor of it was a little too grim for laughter. 
Hospitals; money melting away like water in dry sand; a 
frantic scratching together of her tattered inheritance; 
retreat to the country, ag@ slow recovery. A dull, placid 
life begun all over Again’ A life she had had to learn, as a 


Fantastic; insufferable. * 
Obviously she could delay no longer asking Conté who 


her. He might even ask her to marry 
iLita was certain that Conté liked her more than a 

i he bated to see anyone hurt. She must be very, 
very careful not to take advantage of her own desolate 
spirit and his: impulsive generosity. The five-year-old 


- she yield her deep-rooted abhorrence of his mother. 


There was still a remote chance of his belonging to a differ- 
ent branch of the family. Now she must be quite sure 
before she went away— if she went. 

And Karol Gray! Blindingly beautiful; offensively 
ic. She had acquired a dashing decorative style, and 
her laurels like sleek plumage to attract attention. 
‘o Lita, who had flung the last ounce of genuine enthus- 
iasm into competitive sports, there was cheapness in 
Karol, even a kind of dishonor. Perhaps it was more a 
tarnished integrity. And worse, the girl had been a vanish- 
ing, woeful item in the change in Lita’s life. A casual guest 
at a picnic who came and went, and was never seen again 
until this summer. She had not even known Karol’s name 
that long-ago dreadful afternoon, but she recognized her 
the instant Conté brought her over from the Cove to call, 
earlier in the summer. Karol had not remembered her. 
Why should she? 

The rather haphazard days of social going and coming 
which followed, had been enormously upsetting; especially 
as Lita found herself growing undeniably fonder of Conté. 
The doctor had been exasperatingly correct in reminding 
her that she was none too robust under the best of circum- 
stances. And these two—Karol and Conté—had been the 
final chip that bore her down. And who was to blame for 
that? Who but a wilful boy, a foolish mother, and Karol? 

Her thoughts quivered in the heat of a mounting anger. 
Of course now there was nothing further to be said or done; 
it was all pushed behind her. And bleak honesty suggested 
that, in spite of friendliness and affection, Conté might be 
very much involved with Karol. Lita had served too long 
an apprenticeship with unhappiness not to be prepared for 
disappointments. 

Now she jumped out of bed. Her hair, long and lustrous 
with chestnut lights, hung below her waist. She knew as 
well as anyone how lovely and unusual it was in these 
modern days of clipped locks. As she flung on a blue 
lounging robe, violence stole along her arms like a physical 
tide. What had she become at twenty-four to be so hedged 
about with middle-aged restraint? 

Suddenly she knew what she would do. She saw it clearly 
as writing on the wall. All right; she’d go away and never 
come back. She’d do exactly as advised. Far, far away 


be% 


where neither friend nor phantom could find her. 
She’d had enough, and too much. You squandered 
your health and strength in decent impulse for 
people who meant nothing to you—with appalling 
results. She’d leave people behind, and live by 
herself and to herself. It was the only safe course to 
follow. 

Everything of value she’d turn into cash. The 
rest she would destroy, and the sound of that 
destruction would be healing music to her ears. She 
bent above a shelf of bottles, selecting first a large, 
stout flagon of cough mixture. Bracing her feet and 
bending backward so that the shining curtain of her 
hair fell away from her waist, she hurled the bottle 
at a window. It drove through like a catapult, 
leaving a jagged hole in the centre of a crystal star. 

Superb, delicious noise! So, to the sound of fury 
the room became barer and barer, until Lita glowed 
with the heat of a strange victory. Her house. Her 
garden. ‘Everything tossed into the pool of a new 
life far away. 

Resting for a moment, with her hands clasped 
about her knees and her blue eyes alight with 
conquest, Conté found her. Short pipe in mouth, he 
had first circled the premises, standing astonished 
by the heap of débris below the broken window. 
“Having a nice little ruin all to yourself?” he 
enquired upon entering. 


LITA WAS, as Conté often remarked, more beauti- 
ful than she looked. She gave you surprises, and 
was seldom twice the same. Now she seemed a 
sultry-eyed goddess of destruction. “I’m taking the 
brass lamp next,”’ she informed him, ‘‘as soon as I 
get my breath.” 

Conté said, “Indeed?” and arranged himself 
uncomfortably on the rugless floor. “‘Any news to 
give out—for the press?”’ His lips were indulgently 
mocking. 

“Plenty.” Lita lifted her chin and looked up at 
the ceiling so that the white V of her throat was 
stretched into a column. The burnished sheen of her 
hair fell loosely about her. “I’m going away soon. I’m 
never coming back. I’m going where I'll have to make no 
excuses, where I can be eccentric if I wish, and where 
energy need not be paraded in public like an advertisement.” 

“Well, well,’” murmured the man in disappointing mild- 
ness. “‘When did the fit come on?” 

“Hit the ceiling this morning.” 

“Do it frequently?” 

“Off and on. One form of indoor athletics.” 

“Sounds serious.” Conté waggled his head from side to 
side. “‘What about this house?” 

“Selling it—everything that will bring a penny.” Her 
voice shaded off to wistfulness: ‘I expect I’!l miss my 
orchard, though.” 

“Then why the cataclysm?” 

“I’m worn out mentally thinking up excuses for not 
going to parties that whang all night, swimming tourna- 
ments, all the sizzling social life of the summer. I wish to 
be gloriously alone. I will not endure any longer the super- 
cilious stares of the strenuous. I’m fed up.” 

“And me, Lita?” He pointed at himself. 

“And you—I like you. You like me. We’ve had some 
nice times together. But you come here to this house; you 
leave me for the colony across the Cove, and Karol.” 

“Not jealous? Doesn’t sound like you.” 

“Oh, no; just a bit worn down by the dazzling vision of 
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her perfection. Tell me—and I won't breathe a syllable to 
anyone—don’t girls do anything these days but win 
swimming and golf tournaments?” 

Conté knocked the ashes from his pipe into his hand, 
After sombrely emptying these through the jagged hole in 
the window pane, he stood near Lita and lightly touched 
her hair. “I comprehend more of your feelings than you 
suppose, my dear. You've kept up a brave fight when 
you've felt tired and unequal to it. You've been ill, too. 
It’s difficult sometimes to get a true perspective on life for 
a long while afterward. I’ve had a chat with the doctor 
myself.’ 

“Oh,” said Lita. 

“I can understand why you want to be free to do 
anything you like unquestioned. But you'll be lonely. 
You'll yearn to come home. You'll be cut off like a wistful 
wanderer of the earth.” 

“Admitted,” agreed the girl shortly. 

“And the leopard lilies. Have you forgotten them?” He 
reached down his hand for hers. ‘Come, let’s go out to look 
at them now. They’re a tonic for unhappy eyes.” 

They went out together. Conté called tiger lilies by this 
name. He said they were spotted like that jungle beast. 
Tall, regal, rebellious, they topped the modest annuals 
about them. ‘‘As if snarls might blare out of their throats 
any minute,” murmured the man, “the big cats of the 
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TED KISSED HER AND 
WHIRLED HER ABOUT 
MADLY IN A BRIEF JIG 








She extended her hand, friendlily. 
“Miss Balue? I’m so glad you were able to 
come.” 

“Thank you,” said Kitty Balue somewhat 
shyly. “It was sweet of you to want to. . . see 
me.” She smiled, tentatively. “I’ve always 
wanted to meet you, Miss Ahern—I’ve seen you 
dance so often—but I never dreamed I would— 
well, like this!” 

Terry smilingly gestured her to be seated. 

“Tea?” 

“Thank you. Ted has told me so much about 
you, Miss Ahern.” 

“Did he tell you I’m a bossy female who makes 
him wear his rubbers when it rains?” 

“Ted thinks you're wonderful; and I think I 
agree with him already,” smiled Kitty. Then 
sobered. ‘He really adores you.” 

“TI adore him,” said Terry simply. “You see 
he’s all I’ve really got, Kitty.”” Her face took on 
poignant memories. ‘‘All I’ve ever had.” 

“I know,” said the dark-eyed girl, softly. 

Terry came to herself with a start. 

She said suddenly: “You two are in love, 
aren’t you?” 

They were out in the open suddenly, and Terry 
instinctively realized that the girl knew it, and 
was glad. 

“I worship Ted,” said Kitty, with a kind of 
intensity. “But you can understand that, Miss 
Ahern.” 

With a twinge in her heart Terry nodded; yes, 
she could understand anyone loving her gay, 
insouciant young brother. Women of two contin- 
ents had adored him ever since he had tap-danced 
over the horizon of the great world. 

She said, quite thoughtfully: ‘Ted tells me he 
wants to marry you.” 
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Kitty gave her an odd look, half-pleading, half-defiant. 
It was hard to think of her as the girl of the tabloids in that 
— yet harder not to. Her words came out with a 
rush. 

“I know how you must feel about me, Miss Ahern. A—a 
nobody. And Ted with the whole world to pick from. But 
I do love him. and I swear to you I'll spend the rest of my 
= trying to make him happy. That’s all I want to live 
or. 


Terry resisted an impulse to take the girl’s hand in her 
own, even to kiss her. There was no doubting that sincerity 
She remembered in time, however, and steeled herself. 
After all, there would be other girls. 

“I believe you, Kitty,” she told her, very kindly. “And 
because I do, I’m going to take the liberty of asking you a 
question.” She hesitated. “It sounds asinine, I know; but 
are you willing to prove that your love for Teddy is some- 
thing really fine and worth while?” 

Kitty looked startled, but her chin came up. 

“Try me,” she said proudly. Almost eagerly. 

The coup de grace took rare courage. 

“I will,” said Terry, slowly but decisively. “I want you 
to give him up.” 

The color drained from Kitty’s face. Her eyes went 
blank. Terry tried not to look at her, but failed. 

“Isit. . . allthat. . . rotten publicity?” Kitty asked, 
very low. 

“Partly,” admitted Terry, steeling herself anew. Despite 
herself, she was suffering with this girl because she could 
guess what it must be like, loving Ted. She went on, des- 
perately: “I love my brother, too, Kitty, and I have to 
think of his happiness. I’ve loved him for so many years 
before you ever came into his life.” 

Kitty, ashen, only nodded dumbly. 

“What has happened to you, unjustly, is unfortunate,” 
Terry continued earnestly, “but nevertheless it’s an unes- 
capable reality.”” She looked almost pleadingly at Kitty. 
“The truth is, Kitty, if Ted marries you now, it will very 
Goly sain bin career: ant anes See ee 

y. 

The girl was suffering; her lips trembled. 

“But if Ted really loves me. . . and I love him, will 
that matter so much to him? The social part, I mean?” 

“Not right away, perhaps,” admitted Terry, honestly, 
“but later on, when the novelty of marriage wears off. . . 
I’m afriad so. I know my brother, Kitty. He loves smart 
people, the so-called smart life.”” She hesitated, groping for 
words. “The crowd he runs around with—his Park Avenue 
friends—won’t accept you. Naturally, he'll stick by you 
anyway, if only for pride’s sake. And eventually they'll 
drop him, too. That'll hurt, and he’ll resent it. Later, he'll 
—well, he'll come to resent you, instead. And if, as it is 
possible, the unfortunate publicity you got into should in 
some way affect his career—well, eventually that would 
make matters even more unbearable. Oh, my dear, can’t 
you see?” 

“Yes, I see,” said Kitty Balue. Her face was bleak. In 
that moment Terry ached for her, and hated nerself for 
what she was doing; but in her heart she knew it was 
inevitable. 

She said passionately, meaning it: “It’s as much your 
happiness I’m thinking of as his, Kitty. Believe that!” 

There was a bitter silence. 

“Just what do you want me to do?” asked Kitty at last. 
Her eyes were stony. 

“You do. . . understand?” 

“I’m not a fool,” said Kitty, harshly. “Except that I love 
him. But I think you are right.”” She looked away. “Any- 
way, I’m too much of a coward to risk marrying him now. 
If he ever. . came to hate me. . . I couldn’t bear it.” 
Unshed tears filled her eyes. “I suppose you don’t want me 
to see him any more?” 

Terry looked at her in sympathetic enquiry. 

“Don’t you think that’s the only way, dear?” 

“But how can I stop him from—” 

“Go away: leave town tonight,” Terry told her, deciding 
quickly. “Do it before you weaken, if you really love him.” 

“I guess you're right,” said Kitty, in a dead voice. 

“I'll give you all the money you'll need. You must 
take it.” 

“Allright.” Nothing seemed to matter. “But where shall 
I go?” 

“Tl send you to a friend of mine, who has a club in 
Chicago,” said Terry thinking {Continued on page 56} 
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"M IN LOVE, ‘I’m going to be married, and I intend to be 
happy ever after,”” announced Ted Ahern, modestly. 

“Truth,” said his twin, with awe in her voice, “is 
stranger than fiction.” 

“‘What’s so strange about a man deciding to take a 
helpmeet?” 

“Nothing,” said Terry, politely, “except that it’s un- 
canny. That’s all.” 

“Uncanny?” Mr. Ahern was annoyed. “I am free, 
white, and over twenty-one. I am making, at the moment, 
some fifteen hundreds of dollars a week, most weeks. We 
are, it is generally conceded, the tops in brother-and-sister 
dance teams. We won't starve. So what’s so funny 
about—” 

Terry laughed, kissed him, and laughed again. 

“Darling, I didn’t mean it was uncanny about your get- 
ting married. What I meant was this: J’m in love, I’m 
going to be married, and J intend to be happy ever after— 
too!” 

Ted stared at her, kissed her in his turn, and whirled her 
about the room in a brief jig. They sank down on a sofa 
together, laughing helplessly. 

“Copy-cat !”” 

“You're the copy-cat,” Terry pointed out. “I’ve been 
engaged for two weeks; only Sonny didn’t know it.” 

“Sonny Macklin?” He sat bolt upright. “You going to 
marry thai?” 

“What’s the matter with my marrying that?” she wanted 
to know. 

“He’s a polo player,” accused Ted, gravely. “He’s a 
loafer who never did a day’s work in his life. He has only 
eighty or ninety million dollars. How on earth are you two 
going to get along?” 

“We'll manage,” said Terry, soberly. “I’ve my savings, 
you know.” She suddenly hugged her brother hard. “Oh, 
Teddy. I’m so crazy about that rangy, sun-tanned galoot 
I could dance on the ceiling upside down. Tell me you're 


“Glad? I'm tickled silly. With a rich brother-in-law like 
that, I can retire.” He grinned and kissed the top of her 
carroty head. “Sis, Sonny’s a good egg—one of the best. 
I’m tickled for you both.” 

“Thanks. And now, who’s the lucky woman? Is it the 
gal from Narragansett?” 

“One member of this family marrying into the Social 
Register is enough,” decreed Ted. “Somebody’s got to keep 
the Aherns respectable.” 

“Ts it Grace?” she demanded, intrigued. “She could take 
my place in the team. . . and you can still be billed as the 
Aherns.” 

His smile faded. 

“Afraid you don’t know her, mug. But you'll like her a 
lot, when you get to know her.” 

“In the profession?” 

“Not exactly. But she can dance enough. . . and I'll 
teach her the rest.” His irrepressible grin broke out. “Be 
cheaper, with you leaving the team and me getting married; 
it'll save room rent on tour.” 

“You fool!” she told him, affectionately. “Now, come 
clean. Who is this Cleopatra?” 

“The name,” said Ted slowly, “is Kitty Balue.” 

“Kitty Balue? Her name sounds familiar. Why?” 

“Tt’s too darned familiar, that’s the trouble.” 

“What do you mean?” She was vaguely disquieted. 

Ted said: “Sis, you want to see me happy, don’t you?” 

She said: “You know you don’t have to ask that, Teddy. 
Of course I do.” 

“This is going to take a lot of understanding,” said Ted. 
“And you can; but only if you want to.” 

“T promise to want to,” Terry smiled, amused. 

“Better not,”’ he warned, as gravely as it was possible for 
Ted Ahern to be. “Because you may change your mind 
when you know everything. But I warn you, I’m going to 
marry her, anyway.” 

“Is she married, already?” 

“Nothing like that, sis. But Kitty is the girl who was 
mixed up in the Malloy shooting at the Nirvana Club. 
You’ve seen her in the tabloids. . .’ 

Memory came back to her with a rush. 

“The hat-check girl! Ted!” 

“The future Mrs. Ahern,” said Ted, defiantly. 

“Ted, you can’t!” 

“Why can’t I?” he wanted to know. 

“I won’t let you!” exclaimed his twin 


“Sonny Macklin wouldn’t like a hat-check girl 
for a sister-in-law, is that it?” he enquired acidly. 

“You know that’s not it!” she flamed. ‘But 
this girl, that awful scandal—if you get involved 
with her, it’s liable to ruin your career.” 

“It’s not her fault that she got mixed up with 
those racketeers,” said Ted warmly. ‘“When she 
pointed out Malloy to those killers she did it 
unconsciously; they led her to believe that they 
were lawyers and that she was doing Malloy a 
favor. Instead, the newspapers crucified her, 
calling her the finger girl. Made people believe 
that she deliberately led a man to his death 
when—” 

“Whatever she is. . . or isn’t,” she added 
quickly, “you mustn’t do anything in a hurry, 
Teddy. You’ve plenty of time.” 

“I’m going to marry her,” said Ted Ahern, 
setting his jaw. 

“You can always marry her, later,”’ she pointed 
out. “Why not wait until this. . . scandal. . . 
dies down?” 

“Tt’s now she needs me,” said Ted. “And I’m 
glad of it. Glad of the chance to show her that 
there is something I really would do for her.” 

“You do love her, don’t you, Lug?” she en- 
quired tenderly. Terry knew her twin as no one 
else did. 

“I’m in love for the first time in my life—and 
the last,” he told her. And laughed, unhappily. 
“And that’s that!” 

She thought quickly, wisely. 

“When are you going to let me meet her?” 

He gave her a grateful look. 

“Sis, if you only would!” A stubborn look 
flitted across his face. “But you don’t have to, if 
you don’t want to.” é 

“You silly idiot! Of course I want to. If she’s 
going to marry you, it’s only fair that somebody 
who knows you well should warn the poor kid 
what she’s got to live with, isn’t it?” 

He grinned, himself, again. 

“Oke, sis; and I'll give Sonny the lowdown. By 
the way, you do snore, don’t you? I don’t 
remember.” 

“Like a horse,” said Terry promptly. “But a 
very ladylike horse.” She rose. ‘Tell your in- 
amorata to come up and have tea or something 
with me at four o’clock.” 

“Can I come too. . . for the something?” 

“Certainly not. This is strictly a hen session.” 
She noticed the look on his face and laughed. 
“Don’t worry. I have the same music to face this 
afternoon at five with Sonny’s mother. While I’m 
there he’ll be out playing polo, I suppose.” 

“In that case I’d better spend the afternoon 
playing pool,” Ted decided. He kissed her en- 
thusiastically. ‘“Let’s have a double wedding, 
sis. . . and do the twin act right. “Bye!” 

He was gone, whistling. Ted was a born 
whistler. 


THE SMILE faded from Terry’s face with the 

closing of the door. She knew her twin too well to 

have shown before him the real concern she felt. 

Ted’s news to her was catastrophic. Not for her 

own sake, but for her brother’s. She had alter- 

nately mothered and quarrelled with Ted ever 

since she could remember. He was a careless, 

care-free human whose dancing feet but expressed 

in tapping rhythm his contempt for the serious 

side of life, and the far more mature Terry well 

knew that the woman he loved could twist him 

around her finger. The wrong woman would 

wreck his life, and without having met her, Terry was 
already convinced this Kitty Balue was definitely wrong. 
In that moment she knew how mothers felt about their 
sons. 

Worried as she had seldom been in previous years, Terry 
watched the hours drag by on leaden feet, as she waited. 
There was, after all, no plan of campaign she could arrange 
until she had met the girl. Her purpose, nevertheless, was 
firmly fixed in her mind. 

Promptly at four. Kitty Balue was announced and a few 
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minutes later was at the door. She was a slight, pretty little 
thing, with great dark eyes and a generous mouth, but with 
a definite shock Terry realized that there was more to her 
than just her slim prettiness. There was sincerity here, and 
character. And a quiet, self-confident reserve that told 
volumes. For a fleeting instant Terry was grateful that her 
brother, at least, had had the good sense to fall in love with 
a lady and a thoroughbred, even if she had no slight inten- 
tion of letting him marry this one in particular. At least 
he was susceptible to the right sort. 
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OTHER PLANS FOR ELIZABETH. | HAVE NOTHING MORE TO SAY TO YOU." 


gave Elizabeth the courage to bear the Richardson boy’s 
wisecracks. She wasn’t good at wisecracks and they always 
made her uncomfortable. “Yes,” she said, and “‘No,”’ and 
her cheeks flushed and her heart pounded because she might 
not laugh at the right time and he would think her stupid. 

Her protector came back directly when Tim Spencer cut 
in on the Richardson heir. 

“You're here,”’ she said tremulously. 

“Yes. Of course.” 

After a while he said, “I’ve never seen a debutante until 
tonight. Pen Harvey brought me. We've got week-end 
leave.” 

She thought that, just from her summers at the coast, 
she ought to recognize the eyes of a sailorman. There were 
Sailors in the villages, fishermen with far-sighted eyes, blue 
eyes clouded over with grey in misty weather. 

“I thought debutantes were tall, glittering creatures who 
looked down their noses and said, ‘Oh, really!’ ’’, continued 
the square-chinned midshipman calmly. “But you're only 
a little, bullied thing 

“No,” whispered Elizabeth nervously. ‘“They’re kind to 
me.” 

“Who's kind to you?” he demanded tensely. 

“They are—mama, papa, Mr. and Mrs. Pendleton 
Sloane.” 

Elizabeth had never discussed it since one horrible day 
at Miss Redman’s school when she was eight; but now she 
told him without minding much: “They took me when I 
was three, and after they tried me out to see if I had a good 
disposition they adopted me as Elizabeth Sloane.”’ Her 
voice frayed like a thin thread before breaking. “And now 
this is my party. All this—” She made a gesture with one 
small hand which was meant to include the dressed-up older 
people in the boxes over the ballroom, the garlands of 
smilax and silver leaves, the great roving mass of white-tied 
stags in the centre of the ballroom. 

“Aud do you know who you really are?” asked the young 
man gently. 

“Oh, yes,” she told him. “They found all that out. I 
mean that I was respectable. My mother died when I was 
born, and my father taught school in a little town. There 
were five other children and he didn’t want me; on account 
of my mother, you see. The Bishop found me for mama and 


papa. He knew exactly what they were looking for—” 

“Little Betsy,” said the midshipman unsteadily. “Did 
anyone ever call you Betsy?” 

“No; only Elizabeth. ‘Elizabeth’ has dignity,” she 
repeated unconsciously. 

“Then I christen thee Betsy Sloane. No!”—the boy’s 
arm tightened and held her very close to him—“I don’t 
know what's happened or why or how, but I love you. I’m 
out of my head, I guess. I’ve known you a half hour and I 
want your name to be—your name must be—Betsy Paine. 
Don’t be frightened. We'll know each other so well, and 
you'll come down for week-ends, and I'll graduate in the 
first group because I must. And then. . .” 

Elizabeth knew it was madness to listen, but she never 
took her eyes away from John Paine’s face. Her eyes 
widened, misted, shone with excitement, but they remained 
in a firm long regard. 


A STRANGER with a red carnation in his lapel took her 
away from John. After that she did not see him again. She 
might have dreamed the whole thing except that there was 
a letter for her in the Monday morning mail, a letter stand- 
ing out from all the invitations addressed to her in fine 
social secretary script. She took it eagerly from her break- 
fast tray, read it once and again and tucked it underneath 
her pillow, not to deceive mama if she should come in, 
but to guard John’s first letter as something precious to her. 

Other letters followed it. The Sloanes were bound to 
notice, but they made no comment except to say that it 
was too bad for the young man that he was penned up and 
thus out of the running. 

“Young Richardson is very attentive these days,” com- 
mented papa jocularly. 

Elizabeth shivered to herself and refrained from saying 
that Murray Richardson liked to make her a target, and 
that she was aware that that sort of teasing was a refined 
form of cruelty. It was no use. They couldn't possibly 
understand. 

She saw John the second time at Christmas. He ought 
to have gone to his own home and stayed there, he told her, 
but he had to see her again. She must know that. Some- 
how or other, Elizabeth made time for him. She had him 
call for her at dinner dances just as dinner was over, and 
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The compelling romance of 


the “little deh with a fright- 


ened look” who, rather than 


bring dishonor to other 
adopted girls, shut happiness 


out of her own life forever 


take her on to supper dances for a brief half hour so that 
she could say truthfully she had been there. Then they 
slipped out quietly and sat for hours at a small table in 
Reuben’s. They talked and sat in long silences, and talked 
again, falling deeper and deeper into the quicksand that 
they now learned to speak of as “love.” 

“T love you, yes,” conceded Elizabeth timidly. “But 
there’s no chance for us—” 

“A defeatist before you start,” he reproached her. “That 
isn’t being fair to either of us, darling.” 

“Why did it happen?” she asked him tensely. 

“It was meant to be. Oh, Betsy, I can make you happy 
and they can’t. Doesn't that make you belong to me?” 

“No, John,” she told him, very white at the lips. 

He continued with desperate insistence: “Then how do 
you know they won’t let you marry me? I’m not much, 
I know, but my record’s good. I get my commission in June 
and I'll be able to support a wife—hbarely, it’s true; but you 
happen to love me. Won't that speak to them at all?” 

“I—I don’t know, John,” she faltered doubtfully. 

“But we must tell them,” he insisted. 

Yes, they must tell them. Elizabeth knew that. She was 
only averting the exact day. 

And in the end the telling was done for her. It was John’s 
last day of vacation. He brought her to the home, where 
she had lived all the winters since she was three, and waited 
as he always did until she fumbled for her key in her small 
evening bag and handed it to him. Then he unlocked the 
door for her and stood there til she was on the bottom step 
of the stairs, blowing a last kiss to him. 

Tonight Elizabeth stood frozen on the stairs, looking cp. 
She made a frightened, gasping little sound in her throat. 

“What is it, Betsy?” called John from the dark threshold 
of the front door. 

Pendleton Sloane, large and imposing in a red brocaded 
dressing gown, marched down from the first landing. 

“T want to see you both,” he said. 

John Paine came in instantly, closing the door behind 
him. ak 
“I want to see you too, sir.” 

“Come upstairs to the sitting room.” 

John took Elizabeth’s small cold hand and they walked 
up the stairs {Continued on page 28} 
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MR. SLOANE'S VOICE WAS COLD AND HARD WHEN HE SPOKE. “WE HAVE . 


a a 


blonde, florid people, both of them, a little inclined to plumpness, whereas 
Elizabeth was small and slight, and settled in nature, and wept at the opera and 
laughed gaily at things that amused her whether it was ladylike or not. 

“They'll never make a Sloane out of her,” commented old Mr. Trubee Gates who 
was the Ward McAllister of the late "Nineteen-twenties. He was watching Elizabeth 
closely at her debutante party, he who was connoisseur of debutantes as some men are 
expert wine-tasters or tapestry collectors. “For one thing, she hasn’t the build.” 

“Thank the Lord,”” murmured young Mrs. Allistair Gates, his nephew’s wife, who 
was standing by his side. 

“Emily Sloane is a fine figure of a woman,” said Trubee coldly. 

“Exactly.” 

Elizabeth was definitely not a fine figure of a woman and never would be. She was 
a slip of a girl not quite five feet two, and so narrow through the waist that a stag 
dancing with her could encircle her and touch his own coat with the same hand. She 
was wearing white for her coming-out—one of the new gowns which were bringing long 
skirts back gradually by swooping down to the slipper heels in back. It was white tulle 
and bouffant, and Elizabeth's pale neck and shoulders rose out of it without breaking 
the dream. Her dark hair, which was beginning to grow out, curved up from the nape 
of her neck in childish, rather touching little ringlets. She had a look of vulnerability 
which Mr. Trubee Gates straightway pronounced “lack of poise—gad, the girl’s 
frightened. It’s an ordeal to her, not a triumph.” 

It was an ordeal. Elizabeth was praying under her breath. 

“They’re spending so much money on this party,” she prayed desperately. “Oh, 
please, let it be a success! Please let me look popular from the boxes. Let enough boys 
cut in so that They won’t be sorry They took me. They've dressed me and fed me so 
many years, Oh—” Two round shining tears gathered perilously on her black lashes. 

“Why are you crying?” asked her partner quietly. 

Elizabeth looked up at him for the first time. She remembered dimly that one of 
the floor committee, young men with white carnations in their lapels, had brought 
someone tall over to her and mumbled an unintelligible name. She computed that 
she had danced with the new man nearly three minutes without speaking. Now she 
looked at him. 

She looked into a rugged, unbeautiful face with a square chin line and very steady 
grey-blue eyes. 

“I’m very sorry,” she said nervously. “I’m afraid this party my own coming-out 
party—frightens me.” 

“I should think it would,” said the young man bluntly, “unless you were a lion- 
tamer.” 

Elizabeth felt better at that. She was glad someone could find an excuse for her 
fear. She tightened her hand on the boy’s shoulder for protection. She hoped no one 
would take her away from him, or that if someone cut in he would cut back. 

“T’ll be around again,” he whispered to her when it happened. That was what 


I . LIZABETH SLOANE had never looked like the Sloanes. They were tall, 
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Shortly before eleven the next morning I stood within 
Whitehall Palace with the Empire kin who were to follow 
their King-Emperor to the Cenotaph. There I saw King 
George greet today’s King and chat of that sacred broad- 
cast to the women who had suffered. That same night at 
Albert Hall I saw the British Legion acclaim their idolized 
leader who does not forget. His radiant face was as shining 
gold and not even will next year’s Coronation congregation 
be more jubilant. 

One who is near the royal engagement book once stressed 
to me what the Prince’s Canadian holiday meant to the 
active patron of over four hundred organizations. But the 
Lifeboat Fund benefit I attended in a London theatre 
further revealed it. For welcoming Their Majesties as its 
president was their eldest son, who later joined his mother 
in her box. They were such a happy pair together. Be- 
tween laughs they seemed to be catching up on things in 
general as any other busy young man and his mother do 






when they have a chance to talk to each other these days. 

To see them together was to recall the story of the day 
the royal heir took up flying as the best transportation for 
the world’s busiest man. So prolonged had been a British 


Legion conference at Scarborough, with Lady Haig, 
Marshal Foch and Admiral Jellicoe in attendance, that to 
be able to get to his mother’s birthday dinner at Windsor 
Castle, the Prince hunted up an old plane and flew home. 

Timid subjects of a dauntless Sailor King who flew to 
London to be acclaimed can be reassured by statisticians 
who prove air travel is safest. But my memory of a gala 
benefit at Grosvenor House for the favorite charity of a 
duke’s daughter killed in a crash is more inspiring. Not 
only as the royal heir but as a close friend of her husband, 
Lord Ednam, the Prince of Wales, with his brother, Prince 
George, was the centre of an evening that revealed his every 
gift of leadership. 

Royalties of East and West and of the stage met at a 
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Camero-portrait by Hugh Cecil 


dinner and ball and ice carnival, at which, in memory of an 
air tragedy, a couple who came as an airplane received the 
first prize. As today’s sovereign moved about a living 
Burke's Peerage, his courtly grandfather, idol of London 
society, was suggested. With Lord Londonderry’s party 
were the Spanish Queen and her daughters and one saw 
the Prince greet his cousins and then turn to India’s loveli- 
est Maharanee of Kooch Behar, whose deference to her 
future Emperor was a picture. 


ANOTHER SCENE which was a supreme revelation of 
the amazing royal memory was the evening when 1,500 
of the Empire at home and beyond the seas were welcomed 
at the Imperial Museum by the Prince and his devoted 
friend, “Jimmie” Thomas. For the whole world seemed to 
have come together and our royal host greeted us as old 
friends from the homes he had visited. Afterward it was 
like a world tour in one evening {Continued on page 93} 
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Edward, 


the Man 


A press woman records the human- 


interest story of the North American 


tours of the Empire's bachelor hing 


EVEN YEARS after Queen Victoria’s first Jubilee, 
as a royal father awaiting the birth of his first-born, 
the future King George sat reading that tale the 
tinker Bunyan wrote in prison, Pilgrim’s Progress. 
-three years later, on his fourth visit to Ottawa, 
I saw King George's first-born dedicate Canada’s Peace 
Chamber. Its Holy of Holies is its altar, wherein is this 
nation’s Book of Remembrance—the names of the men 
who gave their lives on the Quest. On that altar are carved 
words of Bunyan’s “Valiant for Truth,” who goes down to 


if 


going down into the Valley with her sons that Canada first 
welcomed today’s King at the Loyalist’s city, Saint John. 

Many gathered there beneath its banner, “Hail, Soldier 
Prince,” had last seen a khaki-clad “Dynamite Wales” 
in France, blasting his eh age ism lata But it was in 

belowed Blue as a Prince of the Sea that ia bounded by 
i that the Sailor King’s son landed 


y our King-Emperor has been welcomed in 
the Seven Seas. It has been my privilege 
chronicle his four New World visits and to be one 
family gathered in London in 1930 for mutual 
From ancient Quebec, to Ottawa, to Washington, 
London, through Canada, and from Massachusetts to 
Many a mile of the thousands has 
road of learning of a future King. (In one 
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NoGoliath ever amazed this world more than did Wales’s 
Prince by his superman stamina and vitality. To keep up 
with the pace of his incognito visits, this continent’s swift- 
est have had to rival the royal endurance. Moreover, 
though at times newspaper men could be accredited mem- 
bers of the official party and travel on the Prince’s train, 
a woman correspondent’s way was always doubly hard. 
One had to travel on the train ahead, cover a strenuous 
programme—once there were nineteen engagements in six 
hours—file a story and catch the train before the Prince. 

So disturbed were American post-war 1919 conditions 
that the royal programme was not made public in Washing- 
ton, and its people had to guess where they could see the 
royal visitor. At the end of his visit, leading newspapers 
gave three different places as the destination of the royal 
week-end holiday. 

It was worse than the 1924 visit when I reached the 
Berengaria on a tug, with an army of New York press 


people who were told that anyone who wished to interview 
the Prince must climb the rope ladder up its mountainous 
side. As I had arrived with an injured knee in a plaster 
bandage I had not bent for three months, I visioned a 
watery grave. But I managed to reach the top in time to 
see the woman reporter from a men’s wear journal slyly 
pinching the Prince’s sleeve to see just what the cloth was 
in the royal suit. 


THOUGH EVEN the English official correspondents were 
left in Washington, when the royal party departed for its 
White Sulphur week-end, I was on the train ahead bound 
for that Eden of southern statesmen and beauty. After 
being reassured by a man across the aisle that the Reds of 
that day were not going to devour the United States, I 
retired early after a whirlwind week. 

Bang! 

Awakened by a head hurled against the car, crashing 
glass and moans in the car ahead told me that I was in my 
first railway accident. But soon came the news that the 
extra engine for the mountain had run into us. 

In a two hour’s delay I learned that though the royal 
train had gone out ahead of us it had been on a side- 
track and was behind us. At the first station I filed a story 
of the “accident,’”’ only to be met at our destination by an 
official who gave me the copy that I had filed miles away. 
This gentleman, who looked as if he had both slept and 
breakfasted extremely well, informed me that there had 
been no accident. 

So precious was time that I seemingly agreed with him, 
and on entering the chateau-like hotel I sent my story off 
again. Five minutes later the famous secret service chief 
in charge of the Prince’s U.S. visit, the late Bill Nye, was 
handing my story back for the second time. 

I did not send it off again. That night I went to the 
hotel’s royal dance and felt like a smallpox case about to be 
quarantined. But after twenty-four hours Bill Nye re- 
lented enough to chat with me. Never have I heard man, 
woman or debutante whisper, ‘‘He’s the finest ever,” with 
such passionate enthusiasm as did that stern-faced man of 
iron who had spent his life detecting fakes. 

When he discovered just what a sympathetic audience 
a Canadian subject of his adored prince could be, he even 
satisfied my curiosity as to just what was the royal aside 
to him in the little mountain church during the service, 
when an ancient rector with a new, new prayerbook had 
prayed for “The Prince and Princess of Wales.” 

The Prince had whispered that he was “glad someone has 
found her.” 


HOW OFTEN along the Prince’s Progress have I longed 
for a magic camera! 

World news services have pictured the crack cavalry with 
red and white guidons flying and sabres high in air escorting 
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Magic doors open 
on historic scenes 
and bring intimate 
glimpses of the 


world’s best-loved 
monarch in these 


vivid experiences. 


_ LUCY 
SWANTON 
DOYLE 


a British Prince to his Washington home. But no one ever 
snapped the little Boy Scout in khaki with a Great War 
tin hat, silhouetted against a sunset sky in a tiny Canadian 
prairie outpost awaiting his father’s hero. 

Picture papers have featured many a dollar princess and 
feminine royalty with the Prince at public functions. But 
I like my memory of a dawn in a Vancouver hotel corridor 
when a charwoman at her pail saw the Prince—Chief 
Morning Star of the Stoney Tribe—enter from a ball. She 
sat up on her knees like a child that visions a fairy tale. 
Then today’s King came over and held out his hand to her 
soapy one. 


MY NOTEBOOK of seventeen years has myriads of men- 
tal pictures that only a lightning film could flash to you. 

One is that of a soldier artist’s widow I watched in her 
London kitchen listening to her future King’s comforting 
words on the eve of the eleventh anniversary of Armistice, 
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The dynamic struggle for happi- 





ness between a man and the girl 


he should ha ve loved—hut couldn t 


er > by REITA LAMBERT 







Kinhurst’s will. If that is the 
case—” 

“It’s not—that is, I doubt 
if the necessity will arise. Mr. 
Benafit and his daughter are 
fair-minded.” He looked at 
Manon as he said it, “and I 
believe when I present my 
claim—” 

“Ah!” Mr. Stokes said, feel- 
ing important and protective 
and wishing he had more legal 
knowledge. “You admit you 
have a claim to present.” 

“Perhaps I shouldn’t have 
expressed it that way. I simply 
have proof that my aunt in- 
tended leaving her chateau to 
me. It was perfectly under- 
stood for years that the place 
was to be mine when she—she 
was through with it. She knew 
I loved it more than any place 
on earth.” His hands clenched 
and unclenched and his voice 
shook a little. “I’ve spent the 
happiest days of my life there 
and I know she wanted me to 
have it; and that she intended 
to bequeath ittome. . . until 
other . . . influences were 
brought to bear on her.” 

“If you are insinuating that 
I or my daughter exerted any 
influence—” Sandor began in- 
dignantly. 

But Mr. Stokes interrupted. 
“T really do think it would be 
wiser for us to discuss this 
matter in the presence of Mr. 
Benafit’s attorney.” 

“I would rather it didn’t 
come to that,” Leigh said. 
“And I’m insinuating nothing, 
Mr. Benafit. My aunt's chateau is the only part of her 
estate that I. . . begrudge you.” 

“You've no reason to begrudge me anything,” Sandor 
said. “I am an executor of Miss Kinhurst’s will, nothing 
more. The property was left to my daughter.” 

Leigh said, ‘Yes, yes, of course,’’ and turned, distant and 
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“| CAN'T GIVE IT TO courteous, toward Manon. 

YOU," SHE SAID, "IF— She leaned forward. “I didn’t want the chateau. I 
= didn’t want any of it,” she said. “I’d no idea she was going 

IF—YOU MARRY SARI to leave me anything. I’d rather she hadn’t. I’d rather 


she'd never died. I loved her.” 
Leigh’s face changed. His eyes [Continued on page 48} 
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hung in the room, shocked them all to silence. But it 
was not in Corabelle to remain silent for long. She 
was the first to burst out, “Well, for goodness sake, 
Leigh Hastie! Where did you come from? 
igh said, “I’m sorry. I gave the clerk my name.” 

“And I didn’t listen to it,”” Mr. Stokes said. “I took it for 
granted it was my Times man and said to send him up—’ 

“Quite all right. Very nice to see you,” Sandor said, 

ering himself. “Come in, come in! How are you?” and 
offered his hand. 

Leigh shook it and came in slowly. His eyes kept swing- 
ing back to Manon. Hers had not left his face. Emotion 
does not fade rouge nor pale lips artificially rosied. She had 
not moved. One hand still held the coat together at her 
breast, the big fur collar framed her face. And, thanks to 
Corabelle, she presented a charming picture of ease. 

“Well, Manon, we—we meet again, as the poet says. 
Hello, Corabelle. How are you, Ventori?” 

Henry drawled, “Quite well, thanks. How are you? 

It was an awkward moment, but Corabelle plunged into 
it like a life-saver on rescue bent. “‘Well, it’s ages since I’ve 
seen you—not since that marvellous dinner party except at 
the station. Remember, Mr. Benafit? That was a party. 

Manon was six lonely, bitter months older than she had 
been at that party. She had grown mature and wise in 
many ways. But the sight of Leigh had turned her so sick 
and faint that she might have fallen had she not caught 
another glimpse of herself in the mirror. In that wholly 
unfamiliar sight she found something of the courage which 
a disguise imparts to its wearer—a sense of hiding behind 
a mask. 

She sat down in the nearest chair and looked out, more 
boldly now, from behind her mask. She saw that Leigh 
looked as impeccable as ever but older. That he was as 
acutely embarrassed at this meeting as the others, that he 
was hurt and indignant but determined to preserve the 
illusion of friendliness. 

Henry was saying that they must be shoving along. 
“Come along, mother. See you at the ship tomorrow, Mr. 
Benafit. Good-by, Manon,”’—it was the first time he had 


i EIGH’S appearance, while the echo of his name still 


called her that, and as he bent over her hand—‘“‘remember, 
anything you say will be used against you.” 

Corabelle looked uncertainly from her new spring coat to 
her son. Though the day was warm it was a March day. 
But if Manon remembered that she was wearing borrowed 
raiment, she gave no sign. Corabelle grinned to herself, 
distributed loud, affectionate farewells and went out— 
coatless. 

In the elevator, her son said, ‘“‘For heaven’s sake, your 
coat!’’ 

Corabelle chuckled. “I didn’t want to drag it off the 
poor girl’s back. She looked so pretty—you can bet Leigh 
Hastie noticed. Did you see him stare?” 

“I saw her stare,” Henry said and led his mother to a 
sofa in a corner of the lounge. “I'll run home and bring 
you another coat.” 

“My blue tweed,” Corabelle said. ‘‘Listen, do you sup- 
pose he’s come to try and bully ’em into giving up the 
money?” 

He shrugged. “‘As far as the kid’s concerned, he wouldn’t 
have to bully. She’d hand it over to him without the 
asking—and be sorry there wasn’t more.” He tucked his 
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scarf in his coat and buttoned it, a peculiar look in his eyes. 
“God, it would be something to be loved like that by a girl 
like that.” 

“Loved! Do you think she’s in Jove with him?” 

“Think! I knew she was in love with him the first time 
I saw her. Which doesn’t mean that I'm a mind reader. 
Every time she looked at him, it was like turning on an 
electric sign. Well, back in a sec’.” 

While Corabelle, coatless but quite comfortable, pon- 
dered this astonishing news in the lounge, Mr. Stokes was 
saying to Leigh, “I hope you don’t mind my staying, Mr. 
Hastie. In the circumstances, I think it wise—and only 
fair—that there should be a—er—disinterested party at 
this interview.” 

Sandor shifted his feet uncomfortably and a dark flush 
appeared on Leigh’s brown cheeks. “Interview?” he said. 
“It wouldn't have occurred to me to use that particular 
word, Mr. Stokes. I called chiefly to congratulate Mr 
Benafit and his daughter on their good fortune—” 

“Very kind of you,”’ Sandor said. 

“Yes,” Mr. Stokes said. “But we have heard 


: e unoffi- 
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that you propose to contest Miss 
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They stop and go 
Whene'er I say, 
That Campbell's gets 
The right-of-way ! 


Tune in 
“HOLLYWOOD HOTEL” 
starring 
DICK POWELL 
Fridays, 9 to 10 P.M. (E.S.T.) 
Columbia Network 
Coast-to-Coast 


MADE IN CANADA BY THE 


OF course you want to give your family the 
finest vegetable soup you possibly can. But 
there are two ways of doing that, Mrs. House- 


wife, and you're doing it the hard way. 


It really isn’t necessary for you to go to all 
that bother—selecting vegetables and meat and 
herbs—working so hard getting them ready 
and cooking them—taking all that time you 


might be using in other ways. 


Simply serve Campbell’s Vegetable Soup 


and that work is already done for you—and 


done with every bit of the care you yourself would 
use! All you have to do is add an equal quantity 
of water, heat, and like magic you have as 
appetizing and wholesome a vegetable soup 


as anyone could wish for. 


Isn’t that easy? Just watch the family go for 
it! And they'll be getting the benefits, the full 
benefits, of fifteen of the countryside’s finest 
vegetables p/us the nourishment of a delicious, 
strength-giving beef broth. Try it once, and 
you'll say “good-bye, forever” to making your 


own vegetable soup! 


21 kinds to choose from . . . Asparagus, Bean, Beef, Bouillon, Celery, Chicken with Rice, Clam 
Chowder, Consommé, Julienne, Mock Turtle, Mulligatawny, Cream of Mushroom, Mutton, Noodle 
with chicken, Ox Tail, Pea, Pepper Pot, Scotch Broth, Tomato, Vegetable, Vegetable-Beef. 


Wild, Negetable Soup 


CONTAINING RICH BEEF BROTH PLUS I5 GARDEN VEGETABLES 


CAMPBELL SOUP COMPANY LTD, NEW TORONTO, ONTARIO 
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Beautiful Olivia De Haviland, a scintillating new- 
comer, found fame in"“A Midsummer Night's Dream" 





Mary Carlyle (above) is one of Moviedom's Little 
Girls who grew up, and lovelier! Remember Anne 
Shirley? (Below), She's the lovable new-comer, who 
brought Conado’s “Anne of Green Gables” to 
life so cleverly on the silver screen, quite recently. 
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Eleanor Powell personifies Hollywood's new Youth 
Movement. She's one of the flashing younger stars. 


Anita Louise has the golden charm of the very 
young- and very beautiful. She's climbing higher. 
Patricia Ellis (below) was just one of the kids 
around the studio lot the other day. Presto—she's 
a dramatic star — but just tiptoeing over 20. 
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Where Are 


"anad as 


ew Stars? 


It’s youth that crashes the Holly- 





wood gates today. But where is 
the new Canadian contingent ? 


by LAURA ELSTON 


dians? Perhaps the young flower of the Dominion 

is busy doing its emoting in the Little Theatre 

right at home, with an eye to Ottawa Festival 
honors. For there’s little to indicate that Canadians 
will be outstanding among the flashing ‘‘youth”’ stars 
of the film world this season. 

Mary Pickford, Norma Shearer, Walter Huston, 
Ned Sparks, Douglas Dumbrille, Fay Wray, have 
blazed the trail. The beloved and never-to-be-for- 
gotten Marie Dressler won for herself—and Canada 
—an undying affection. Where are the youngsters 
who should step up and get into training for their 
places? 

Well, they may not be among the top-notchers. 
Perhaps they haven't developed into any spectacular 
discoveries; but somewhere, either in New York or 
in London, maybe in Hollywood itself, there’s plenty 
of star material in the making. 

Besides which, Canada contributed the most 
extraordinary performance of movie history to the 
1935 cinema. The Big Sister Act of all time—the 
famous quints—are actually the highest paid per 
minute movie stars of this or any other year. For 
their work before the glittering Kliegs last Decem- 
ber, they earned $50,000, which, according to the 
statisticians, works out at about $90 per minute for 
each little girl. And, for the first time in history, 
Canadians did not have to go abroad to win drama 
tic fame and fortune. It came right to their own back 
or front door and into their own sanctum—the white, 
super-sanitary nursery home where they are guarded 


I: HOLLYWOOD turning a deaf ear to Cana- 


by their famous physician, Dr. Allan Dafoe, more ° 


jealously and carefully than any screen star in the 
world. 

All in all, youth is well served today. And when I 
say that no Canadians are among the sensational 
finds of the year, I am writing about the established 
stars of the hour—youngsters with acknowledged 
talent and rare ability. 

Shirley Temple was the biggest box-office attrac- 
tion of the past year, and, since her new picture, 
“Captain January,” appears to be a “natural,’’ she 
is more than holding her own in the first quarter of 
this year. Her achievement is frequently challenged, 
but never equalled, by such clever runners-up as 
Freddie Bartholomew, the dear little English boy 
who made David Copperfield live and breathe again. 
Jane Withers, Mickey Rooney and Dickie Moore, 
Cora Sue Collins, Virginia [Continued on page 50} 
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\ } It’s the Secret 
f of the Season 


Pea 


Viddon so cea 


YOU'LL FIND OUT, if you haven't already. Don't go oround 
ike a tree stripped of its leaves. That's the way you'll feel in an 
elegont'y alive spring world unless you wake up to the Bigness 
of Little Things. 

Here ore co few of the little hors d'oeuvres thot ore backing 
the main course right off the platter, this year. 


Tailored. {Above}. The coochman’s hat, {the milliner wil! prob- 
ably call it co Homburg and it's an adaptation of the fedora, 
but we like the idea of wearing it with the new long-fitting 
coachman’s coct and they both look like cabbies’ in Hyde 
Pork). There's a thought for femininity in the silver front 
buckle. It's happy with oa highly tailored pin stripe suit, 
double-breasted, which also links up with a wide white piqué 
bow fastened to the narrow Kentish collar of your shirtwoist. 
The patent envelope bog has a trianquiar fastener and oa 
hidden zipper which you can't see, but we fiddled with it in the 
shop, and a buckle to match the hat. It's in the new luggage 
or London or Harlem tan. [Call it Queen City or Vancouver 
tan if you like). It's a living, copper shade, and, incidentally, 
it clings lovingly to the battleship greys that are sailing at 
full speed through spring styles this year. 

Gloves are the same color. They're chamois, wrist length, bock 
fastening, with three hand-stitched seams. And the shoes— 
the same bright ton calfskin, jow-heeled, buckle-fronted squore 
toes. The scarf's brightly figured {and we mean rea! fiqgures— 
lucky sevens, if you're like that) to match the hankie, which is 
pretty vivid in serpent greens. 

Hose are sheer crépe—"toastie,” just a shade paler than the 
shoes. They're very Canadion with their new Dominion clocks. 
A delicate touch and indulgent to calves. See the watch fob? 
It's a new gesture to timeliness. Purposely we saved the car- 
rots till now. Can you imagine? All kinds of cheeky little vege- 
table bouquets fit the mood of the petulant season. 







Evening. If you don't go gentlemanly at the dinner hour, 
tails and all (a black skirt instead of trousers to date; but 
the year's in the morn, yet), you'll turn turtle and be very 
feminine. No more enchanting avenue of approach thon 
through this quaint, old-world brocaded jacket. It's pale, 
greeny-blue like changing sea water. Notice the leg 
o' mutton sleeves that stop short suddenly in three-quarter- 
lenath tightness? The jacket is narowed to type. Lorge silver 
hooks and eyes form the newest fastenings. Heelless silver 
sandals w#l be charming with this, and the French sequin bag, 
handstitched, and figured lace gloves are shadow blue. The 
evening be!t is a Chinese red woven silk one with cords, and 
a pair of sheer chiffon hose have red toes! 












Afternoon. We parked the artist right in front of this Margot 
hat. Can't you see it, al! pleated milan and flat crown for 
afternocn? The lacquered flowers, shining and aglitter on a 
frilly organdie collar, seem just the right combination of 
sopnistication and femininity. The hat's black, by the way, 
and so are the shoes of gabardine, with suede inserts fiqured 
in white. They're round-toed and stubby. The belt is narrow 
suede, in apricot beige, and the little crushed suede bag 
(miser's pouch with a firmly chained change-purse inside) is 

ae" “ - the same. So are the fabric gloves with their two pearl but- 
JAu salle tons. Stockings have the new black-foot shadow, 
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HAVE FRIENDS—GO PLACES!" 


He’s always “dog-tired”’ 
when evening comes— 


When energy is low it’s 
often a sign of a run-down 
physical condition 


ON’T let your husband turn into one of 
those ‘‘always tired” business men. 
There’s not much pleasure for any wife when 
a man spends evening after evening slumped 
down in a chair—too tired to join in good times. 
This “‘used-up”’ feeling isn’t imagination, doc- 
tors say. It’s usually a sign of a run-down phys- 
ical condition and “‘underfed blood.” When the 
blood is underfed, insufficient food is carried to 
the muscles and nerves. Your energy suffers— 
you are listless, tired, mentally depressed. 


How Fresh Yeast Stabilizes the Nerves 


Fleischmann’s Yeast—by stimulating the diges- 
tive organs—helps to put more of your food into 
the blood stream. The blood carries this food to 
the muscle and nerve tissues throughout the 
body—builds up a new store of energy. 

To do the most good, Fleischmann’s Yeast should 
be eaten regular/y—twice daily, 
before meals, or at bedtime. Eat 
it plain or on crackers, or dis- 
solved in a little water or fruit 
juice. Millions of men and women 
find it helps to bring back lost en- 
ergy—and keeps them feeling fit! 


























It’s your blood that 
“FEEDS” your body 


NE of the important functions 

of your blood stream is to 
carry nourishment from your food 
to the muscle and nerve tissues of 
your entire body. 

When you feel “‘overtired’’ at 
the least little extra effort, it is 
usually a sign that your blood is 
not supplied with enough food for 
your tissues. What you need is 
something to provide the full 


that there is more for your blood 
totake up and carry to your tissues. 


— oe Ce ee 8 ee 


nourishment from your food, so \ 


zat). corrects 


“I FELT TIRED AND WORN OUT. I! 
didn’t have much of an appetite and was 
always sleepy after eating. 

**One day I read about Fleischmann’s 


Yeast in a magazine. Doctors were rec- 
ommending it for run-down sluggish sys- 
tems. I decided to try it myself. 





‘*After two weeks I noticed a great dif- 
ference both in the way I felt and the way 
Ilooked. Instead of being tired all the time 
I was full of energy. 

**Now, I know how to keep well and 
energetic. What the doctors say about 
Fleischmann’s Yeast is certainly correct."’ 


Reginald Arnold, St. Fohn, N. B. 
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What Price Education? 


“What's Wrong with our Schools?” caused such a storm 


WHAT’S WRONG with our schools? 

Do you know? 

Kathleen Drew Allin thought she did 
when she wrote an article in January 
Chatelaine. 

But she had no idea. 

Her suggestion that they taught “the 
wrong things at the wrong time in the 
wrong way” drew forth such an avalanche 
of commendation and criticism that the 
editor has been hard put to get out from 
under. 

Teachers from the Maritimes to Van- 
couver defended or berated their educa- 
tional systems, their boards, the attitude 
of parents, the time-table, the course of 
studies. Parents were against the system, 
against the government, against the 
teacher; they were whole-hearted in their 
enthusiasm for the fare being offered their 
children at school. They were appreciative 
of the advancement made in education 
since their own school days; they com- 
pared Canadian education favorably with 
that in England and the United States; 
they compared it unfavorably. 

The only participants who escaped 
pretty well unscathed were the children 
themselves. 

From stacks of manuscripts we chose a 
few ideas that struck at the matter from 
different and interesting angles. Perhaps 
yours is reflected among them. 

From Elora, Ontario, Laura Secord 
Dunlop writes in appreciation of the chal- 
‘lenge to the present educational system. 
Under present conditions, few children 
acquire a genuine thirst for knowledge. 
Too fine timing spoils interest in many a 
good story, she says. Sometimes the time- 
table is an adamant barrier to enthusiasm. 
The classroom today is too mechanized. 

® 


A Public School is a factory, where one 
workman is obliged to work on thirty or 
forty pupil lots, says ~ ‘ ..ner from Sim- 
coe, Ontario. Much is being done: the 
gradual decay of midsummer examina- 
tions, auxiliary classes, etc. “Perhaps your 
John is nervous, or too loyal to his home 
folk to enjoy school,” she says. “I know 
one little five-year-old who was never per- 
mitted to join any of the school games 
because his tender-hearted seven-year-old 
brother feared he might get hurt.” She 
suggests “a huddle with your laddie’s 
teacher.” Don’t leave her to grope about 
for reasons. Remember, the object of the 
public school is education for the masses. 
It must be subjected to the practical wear 
and tear of earning a living. Where there 
are numbers there must be organization. 

Is the obligation to fall in line and march 
quietly into school any more restricting 
than your insisting on nice table manners? 


of discussion among parents everywhere that we're bring- 


ing a cross section of it to present a wide range of thought 


This writer sees our schools as “God’s gift 
to the young.” ° 


“Nine o'clock fever, for which our 
teacher used to prescribe a dose of black- 
strap, is what your infant is suffering 
from,” writes “‘Janet,”’ of Shedden, Ont- 
ario, bringing a rural woman’s point of 
view. Prohibitive would be the individual- 
istic school system Mrs. Allin suggests, 
from a financial point of view. School 
brings out the best, or the worst in children, 
according to the training the child had in 
pre-school years. What would the pioneers 
of this country have given to send their 
children even to the most backward of our 
present public schools! 


Education, like the state, grows “through 
centuries of pain,” and while neither parent 
nor system is perfect, both are receptive to 
new ideas, says Ruth Staples, Toronto. 
She is not, and never has been, a school- 
teacher. Is John’s dislike of school just his 
desire to create a scene, she wonders? 
Children love to be the centre of the stage. 
In large schools, the march in and out is 
the only method of avoiding traffic 
crushes, if not actual injury. One must dis- 
tinguish between “orderly” and ‘“mili- 
tary.” Would Mrs. Allin abolish fire drill 
as well, she asks? 

If, in large schools, children did not take 
their kindergarten blocks from the box 
according to some set rule, they’d prob- 
ably dump the box and pour them on the 
floor. If thirty children decided to do this 
at once, the result would be singularly 
disturbing. 

The home library for a child might plant 
the desired love of books. If this is finan- 
cially impossible, there are excellent child- 
ren’s public libraries to make up any defi- 
ciencies in the schools. Psychologists agree 
that six years, three months, is the age for 
arithmetic beginnings. Today, large writ- 
ing with large pencils is the rule for begin- 
ners. But in the past generation of fine 
penmanship, so completely gone today, 
children learned to write at the age of four 
and five, with no special considerations. 

While teachers do check mistakes in 
spelling and punctuation, they more than 
balance the correction with extravagant 
praise for any originality or literary ability. 


Many children, especially those from 
homes with a literary background, like 
good poetry and prose. Since many govern- 
ments now supply free tuition and books, 
take out tonsils and adenoids, fill teeth and 
supervise play, surely the busy mother 
could snatch a few moments to read to her 
children. As to early routine, children 
should finish the drudgery that surrounds 
all beginnings while they are still young 
and like repetition. If you feel your child 
too immature to go to school at five or six, 
why not keep him home until eight? There 
is no compulsion about early school atten- 
dance. 

* 


L. A. De Wolfe, Director of Rural Edu- 
cation in Nova Scotia, was so impressed 
with Mrs. Allin’s article that he was eager 
to have it reach all Nova Scotia teachers. 
He considers the article the best answer yet 
given to the question: “‘What is wrong with 
our schools?” After a unified, unpliable 
educational system in Ontario and Nova 
Scotia for many years, education is finally 
becoming an exploration of various fields 
of human interest. Officials and public 
urge the change. Teachers are over-con- 
servative. Can uninformed parents be 
induced to agree to sane teaching for their 
children? If arithmetic and reading were 
deferred until Grade IV, and then pupils 
allowed to do two grades a year through 
four, five and six, they would be as far 
ahead as at present and with less pain. The 
first three habit-forming years in school 
should be devoted to health, nature, music, 
art and spoken English. When a child 
wants to read he should be taught. Lead- 
ing, rather than instruction, should be the 
task of the teacher. 


& 

Ex-teacher, mother of young children, 
Mrs. J. E. L., of Maynooth Station, Ont- 
ario, points out that our country spends 
vast sums yearly on education—not on 
playhouses. Considering that pupils spend 
little more than a quarter of their waking 
hours in the classroom, they do not seem 
unduly overworked. Most small children 
like system made into a game, such as 
opening blocks in the one, two, three 
fashion. Free time for modelling and 
blocks allows children to make models of 
their own choosing. Use of numbers enters 


into the training of most children before 
school. and they are well fitted for early 
arithmetic. 

The fact that no two minds have devel- 
oped to the same degree at the start of 
school is the greatest problem of educators 
since schools began, she feels. While the 
cleverly designed course of studies is too 
easy for the bright child and too difficult 
for the dull, it has to be suited to the aver- 
age. If competition is to enter into busi- 
ness, the home and sports, how can it be so 
harmful in schools? 

As to composition, most teachers give 
a choice of at least half-a-dozen subjects 
for the young writer. Isn't it true that 
when we are called upon to prepare a paper 
for a club or meeting we wish we had some 
definite idea to work from? Mistakes cannot 
be let slip in spelling or they become incor- 
rectly fixed in the mind. Except at exam- 
ination time, each pupil has his dictionary 
for consultation. Penalties must be intro- 
duced into training children: young hood- 
lums shunned by old and young are those 
who have not been taught to obey elders 
and respect the rights of others. 

ae 


Mrs. Hazel C. Bush, Minneapolis, a 
Canadian with knowledge of lower grades 
in Canada, England and the United States, 
is all for spelling matches from the begin- 
ning. A child left alone with his own com- 
position subject would either gambol into 
a well-explored groove or think for three 
quarters of an hour with no action. 

Teacher is undoubtedly the crux of the 
situation, and her need is for physical 
energy and spiritual composure. Rough 
and tumble play in the recess period, and 
school shoes, thin soled for indoors, were 
features of an English school she thought 
important. The school system, she feels, is 
secondary to the teacher. 

Forty children in a class can’t be indivi- 
dualistic without creating bedlam. She 
suggests that every school trustee spend 
a week in charge of a classroom; then per- 
haps doubling up of classes would seem a 
crime rather than an economy. Personality 
and character should be the selective 
points about our teachers. Patience that 
is positive, not merely forbearing, and a 
happy reassuring industrious atmosphere 
in the classroom is essential. Ridding 
boards of education of politics and self- 
interest was another point stressed by 
Mrs. Bush. 

* 


Are you parents fitting your pre-school 
child to be a good citizen in the school 
world? asks Viola J. Huggan in a response 
which evolves from a storm of wrath 

{Continued on page 94} 





1 Sinpatsisieniiscaieggsite te 


=e 





aa 


— 








CHATELAINE, APRIL, 1936 


“Ashamed of 
BLACKHEADS!” 


“PORES Jarger 
"every day!” 


“Bothered by 
BLEMISHES!” 





Miss Eleanor Roosevelt 


Her skin is fine textured, delicate. “I use Pond’s Cold 
Cream,” she says, “to freshen and tone my skin. For years 
it has kept my pores fine as can be, and I can’t say I've ever 
been troubled with a blackhead or blemish!” 
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Miss Phyllis Konta 


admired for her fresh, glowing beauty, says: “I simply 
use Pond’s Cold Cream all the time — twice a day— how 
could I ever have blackheads or blemishes!” 


tne e—YOUL Under Skin 


SK any girl what skin fault bothers her most 
—A surprise, if it isn’t one of these! 


Blackheads and blemishes are forever coming, 
once they start. Every new one, a new embarrass- 
ment. And who does not fret over coarse pores? 


The three commonest skin faults—and the 
ones that show up most. Any one of them can 
spoil the prettiest face! 


Treat them underneath... where they begin 


The surprising thing is, all three have the same secret 
beginnings—in the under dayers of your skin! The 
moment you learn to strike at them there, where they 
start, you have the key to getting rid of them quickly. 
Underneath, tiny oil glands are overworked. They 
give off a thick clogging oil. Pores stretch. Dirt 
settles in them... Blackheads! ... Later, blemishes. 
But it’s very simple to 
fight off all three. You can 
rouse that faulty under- 
skin, keep little glands, 
nerves, fibres and cells 
functioning healthily — 
with the regular use of 
Pond’s Cold Cream. 


begin... 


Below that 

dark top ‘ 

layer are Name 
hidden layers where active glands, Street 
nerves, cells keep your skin fine. : 
When they fail, skin faults start! City 





Pond’s specially processed oils sink deep—loosen that 
clogging matter. As you pat it in smartly, you reach 
your underskin—stimulate it deep down! 


. The treatment at a glance 


Every Night, cleanse with Pond’s Cold Cream. As it 
brings out the dirt, make-up, and skin secretions— 
wipe it all off. Now apply more cream. Pat it in hard 
—to get at that neglected underskin! 


Every Morning, and during the day, repeat treatment 
with Pond’s Cold Cream. Your skin comes softer 
every time. Powder goes on beautifully. 


Keep up these Pond’s patting treatments. As black- 
heads soften, take a clean tissue—and press them right 
out. Now blemishes stop coming. And the very places 
where pores showed largest will be finer textured. You'll 
see your whole face take on a new winning charm! 


Pond’s Cold Cream is pure. Germs cannot live in it. 





SPECIAL 9-TREATMENT TUBE 
and 3 other Pond’s Beauty Aids 


Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Led. 
Dept. D, 167 Brock Ave., Toronto, Ont. 

Rush special tube of Pond’s Cold Cream, enough for 9 treat- 
ments, with generous samples of 2 other Pond’s Creams and 5 
different shades of Pond’s Face Powder. I enclose 10¢ to cover 
postage and packing. 








Province. 


labibatesinaibietstieshaiiamaeteies 
Made in Canada All rights reserved by Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd. 
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Where nature has played her false, 
the clever woman makes her faulty 


proportions appear close to normal 








re 
elt 


IS NOT GIVEN to every daughter of Eve to be smart 
without effort. Smartness, as an ideal, requires a per- 
fectly proportioned figure, an interesting face—not nec- 
essarily a beautiful one—careful grooming and tasteful 

costume. 

Wails may greet this statement, loudest of all being those 
of stout women, either short or tall, for it is well known 
that these ladies fancy themselves the forgotten of the 
fashion designing world. Plaintively they murmur that all 
pretty clothes are made in size sixteen. Venus might well 
laugh at this silly suggestion, for, according to estimate, she 
was well above the average in weight. Certainly no large 
women need look like “Alice in the Laughing Glass.” 

Before laying down a few cautions and suggestions, may 
I give you who are stout a simple little hint as to what 
should be your guiding principle in studying the question 
of dress? 

First, last and always, remember that any woman must 
be naturally endowed with a correctly proportioned body 
in order to be smart, or, failing that, she must carefully 
study herself in a full-length mirror and, having observed 
mercilessly every deviation of her body from the ideal, she 


THE SHORT, STOUT WOMAN WILL UNDOUBTEDLY 
FIND MORE PROBLEMS THAN THE TALL ONE. 


For 


must seek to camouflage that devia- 
tion by the lines of her dress. 

The short stout woman undoubt- 
edly will find more problems than the 
tall one. Her neck will probably be far 
from swanlike. Her hips may billow 
or she may have a dumpling-like 
rotundity. The tall stout may be per- 
fect but very conspicuous by reason 
of her dominating presence. The lat- 
ter may even be so well-built that she 
may safely wear the same lines as a 
petite woman, but she will do well to 
observe very carefully the effects of 
colors and materials. 

Stout women need not for ever 
stick to black, navy and brown, but 
they should never choose flamboyant 
shades. If fashion favors brilliant, 
electric blue, for example, the stout 
woman should choose a blue which 
will be duller, softer and more flatter- 
ing to her size. She will thus look well 
and remain in the note of the prevail- 
ing mode. 

Bulky, woolly materials should be avoided. Smoother, 
finer weaves and lighter weight stuffs can always be found 
to give a smart effect without adding the pounds. 

Avoid gleaming, shining materials like the plague. A 
200-pound woman in a brilliant satin dress is a sadder sight 
than she herself can imagine. Her very mirror may deceive 
her in this, because she sees herself standing comparatively 
still. Once in motion, any material which catches the light 
will cause every bulging muscle and every “‘spare tire” to 
come cruelly into view. This does not mean that our 
“Venus” cannot wear satin when it is fashionable. It just 
means that she should content herself with wearing it 
“dull side out,” the shiny side merely used as a discreet 
trimming. In this way she shows that she is “‘satin con- 
scious,” as our style merchandisers might say, but instead 
of bowing a slavish knee to fashion, she bends fashion to 
her own requirements. 

Here is an imperious “Don’t” for all large women. 
“Don’t wear your clothes too tight !” The imminent danger 
of a bursting sleeve or a parting seam will only serve to 
keep a roomful of people uncomfortably aware of your 
enormous bulk. 





the “Tall Stout 
and Short Stout” 


by MARY MeNULTY FIX 


Long lines are necessary for the short stout. They can 
be achieved by making sure that the eye will travel un- 
arrested from throat to floor. Horizontal cutting of the line 
either in the style of the dress or in the pattern of the mater- 
ial should be avoided. 

Don’t go in for “cute” neckwear. Giant lapels or daring 
frilly effects will either make you conspicuous or take from 
the length of the throat line. Choker necklaces and bulbous 
earrings are treacherous also. 

Short stouts must be conservative as to hat brims and 
all stouts should pay attention to the hairdressing, par- 
ticularly in cases of full-moon countenances. 

A surprising little “Don’t” is this: Don’t wear belts 
lighter in color than your dresses. Experiment, with light, 
matching and dark belts and see what tricks your eyes will 
play with the waistline. 

Light-colored shoes will cut your height considerably, as 
will light-colored blouses and hats, so beware! 

Short stouts often have a large hip line. They should 
study sleeves. Bell-like sleeves broaden just where width 
is needed least. Such a woman should build up her shoul- 
ders with a little fullness to counteract the hip and stick 
to well-fitted sleeves from elbow to wrist. 

Some weighty women have sylphlike hips but are in- 
clined to be “busty.” In this case, direct attention to the 
neckline. A deep “V” line may correct the trouble. A long 
chain of beads or pearls will help, and soft, cross-over effects 
in the bodice will serve to break the wide expanse of chest. 


KEEPING IN mind the points mentioned, I should like 
to suggest a suitable spring wardrobe for both types dis- 
cussed. Let us assume our tall stout to have a perfect figure 
except for a bust measurement that is a trifle too ample. 
Her hair and eyes are brown. Our short stout is a blue-eved 
blonde. Her shoulders are narrow in relation to the hip. 

Our tall stout might choose a suit, either a fine cloth or 
perhaps a knitted costume with a coat that ends nearer 
the knee than the hip. A single-breasted model wil! be best 
with long, narrow lapels or no lapels at all. A link fastening 
at the waistline will give the most satisfactory line. A 
full-length coat in matching or harmonizing tone should be 
very plain. Some clever working in the material around the 
neck and down to the waist may provide the finish in lieu 
of an actual collar. This will be smooth and not bulky. A 
long separate scarf may be added but it should not be wide 
where it encircles the neck. 


For a smart daytime or {Continued on page 86} 


wwe 


o_o ee 


CHATELAINE, APRIL, 1936 av 


ee 





Little spendthrift of vital energy! A youngster this age needs special diet care to keep ber safe and thriving. She needs quick, abundant food energy. . . the kind that Cream of W btat gives 


From 1 to 6 years, children face sixtimes tables, fresh milk . . . you see to it she gets 
enough of these. But—does her diet include 


the hazards of the next decade of life, med- 5 i 3 : ee 
PY WRC AT a Sh: AR he an abundant source of food energy? @ Cream of Wheat is peculiarly rich in 
ical records show. Malnutrition and in- Right there is the reason why millions a type of carbohydrate that is second 
fectious disease cases are at their peak. of mothers serve breakfasts of Cream of only to sugar in the speed and com- 
Burning up as much energy each day as Wheat every day. For 41 years, they have pleteness with which it is assimilated. 
Le 6h drawing on this powerhouse of aste- or ee : 
grown-up athletes, it becomes easy for +} food pt y to “hn their youngsters . eee Tenens; SiG ver 
F ry ir ative re k; P. ros gs most delicate young systems handle 
youngsters to overdo and lower vitality. thriving and Making weignt gains. Cream of Wheat with perfect ease. 


Your doctor will gladly tell you more 
‘Can my child live on her income... the about the benefits of Cream of Wheat. Ask 
income of nourishment she gets from the him! The delightful flavor of this hot 
meals I serve?’’ That is the question you cereal, together with its ease of digestion, 
should ask yourself today, mother .. . if make it ideal for all the family. Order some 
you would guide your youngster safely today... in sealed packages that are proof 
through the danger years from one to six. against taints and contaminations. The cost 
Vitamins and minerals . . . fruits, vege- is little more than one-half cent a serving. 


@ Is a rich and economical source of 
the particular kind of food energy most 
needed in the diet of the growing child. ; 
@ Encourages those steady, natural, 
month-by-month gains in weight. 





hard wheat... never sold 
loose inbags—only in this box 





Silverware! Geta whole set 
of Wm. A. Rogers A1 heavy 
silver plate, in the Coronet 
Pattern, made by Oneida, 
Led. A real opportunity. See 
the marvelous offer on the 
Cream of Wheat package. 
The Cream of Wheat Corpo- 
ration, Winnipeg. 





Modern Mother: You mean Ethel is burning up Parents’ Adviser: This little girl needs more Modern Mother: 1 just can’t thank you enough! 
her bodily energy each day like a laboring man? quick food energy. Her vitality seems low and she’s Ethel has gained two pounds. She feels so much better. 


° : ; underweight. But don’t worry—breakfasts of grand old ° 
Parents’ Adviser: Exactly! You see the danger? Cream of Wheat will help change that! & Parents’ Adviser: Fine! Remember to keep on 
with the breakfasts of Cream of Wheat every day. 


1 to 6 are really the most hazardous years in childhood. 
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Blame the Woman 


(Continued from page 9) 





“How was he hurt?” she asked at last. 
“Were you there at the time?” She knew 
very well that he was not. 

“No; abroad for three years. Don’t re- 
member much about it. Mother made an 
unholy rumpus, I understand. Blamed 
some girl, I believe; though Keith was an 
inspired young devil, and spoiled to 
death.” 

Lita’s blue robe was a richer darker blue 
than the delphiniums. Her hair trembled 
a little in the light breeze. 

“More than probable,”” added Conté, 
who seemed to feel a certain expectancy in 
the girl’s manner, “that the boy got himself 
into some harebrained scrape and my fond 
mother never said a word. You know how 
mothers are.” 

“Yes,” said the girl, “I know how 
mothers are.” Her tone changed. ‘“‘Good- 
by, Conté. Don’t altogether forget me, 
will you?” Her words were no more than a 
ghost of a sound and scarcely reached him. 

“Good-by; you are a strange, lovely, 
impossible person. Lucky I’m wise enough 
to know that the harder I hold you, the 
quicker I'll lose you. And no matter what 
happens or how far you go, I'll find you. 
Sometimes,” he hesitated, “I think my 
being here has upset you terribly. Has it?” 

She shook her head. So he left her, and 
the tall grasses parted at his step. 


IN TWO WEEKS Lita was gone. The 
public auction netted her more money 
than she dared hope. Summer people 
flocked from the other side of the Cove. 
Bidding ran high. Even the house and all 
the furnishings went for cash. All that day 
Lita moved in a clouded nightmare of 
unreality but endured the ordeal with 


the usual squadron of young men in white 
flannels. And it was Karol, ironically 
enough, who recklessly boosted the bid- 
In the end, house and furnishings 
were knocked down to her. The words 
rang out on the warm afternoon air with 
a lingering, hateful clangor: “The cottage 
going to Miss Karol Gray—going—GONE! 
Sold for six thousand dollars cash!” 

Six thousand in her pocket, and Lita 
thought she’d be lucky to get three. The 
rim of the earth to go to, if she fancied. 
last glimpse she had of her beloved 
i house on the following day, was of 
going in the door laughing and 
carrying samples of cretonne with her. 
There were others with her, but not Conté. 
He had kept his promise of not coming. 
Yet, in the course of events it might come 
about that Karol and Conté might live 
there together. Why not? A pretty 
enough summer place for a successful 
modern young couple. Conté had not 
asked Lita to marry him. He’d just been 
sorry for her. 


a 


ee 


SO LITA journeyed to a great many 
distant and out-of-the-way places, drench- 
ing cramped habits of mind in vistas of 
magnificent scenery, soaking up new and 
foreign beauty like a blotter. Living was 
cheap in the tiny villages where she chose 
to stay. At this rate her money would last 
for years. After that—she shrugged impa- 
tient, adventuresome shoulders—she would 
see what she would see. 

Conté wrote to her now and then. She 
had given no address beyond a forwarding 
one in London. His letters revealed little. 
Not once did he mention Karol or the 
little house. He must be there a good deal, 
however, sitting by the open fire, lounging 


in the big chair, smoking his short pipe 
and giving Karol his lazy admiration. 
Propinquity was a trite formula but it 
usually worked. 

In one letter he wrote: “The leopard 
lilies seemed to droop soon after you !eft. 
Pined for you, no doubt, so 1 moved them 
down the field where they can’t see the 
house and be daily reminded of your 
absence. Flowers feel these things.”’ This 
bit of extravagant nonsense pleased her 
very much. 

Month after month. Her wants were 
simple. She lived modestly, and many 
small adventures served to strengthen the 
timbre of her self-esteem. A year. A year 
and a half. Old troubles diminished as she 
gained a less personal perspective. Pleas- 
ant desultory wandering. Then because 
somebody fired her imagination by de- 
scribing a remote northern island as 
“rugged, picturesque isolation,” she went 
there—reached, at what seemed great risk, 
in a small open boat tossed on the shoul- 
ders of the sea. 

And here, for no traceable reason, she 
felt immediately at home. “I like a taste 
of the bleak and the bitter in my surround- 


ings,” she assured herself. A Mrs. Gam- 
mige took her in as a boarder for a ridicu- 
lous sum, and Lita grew to love the low 
stone house, her room and the wide view of 
sea and cliffs from her small-paned window. 
And soon she realized that these strong, 
quiet Island people knew how to rest 
better than people she had ever seen. Rest 
after labor. There was an earthy, seasonal 
quality in it like the rhythmic changes of 
the year. They did not sleep for the sake 
of meeting new excitements: they were 
tired. An unfathomable tranquillity lay 
about them. The garrulous clatter of 
summer vacationists at their amusements 
seemed like the twitter of forgotten birds. 

Lita went to bed soon after dusk because 
she, too, was tired. She slept dreamlessly. 
She walked the roads and the high cliffs in 
all weathers. The Island people were 
likeable and friendly. Now and then, 
however, in those clear cafions just before 
sleep, she would envision her own far- 
away home. Tufts of grass thrusting up 
green feathers between flagstones, the sun 
on the grey stone wall; the copper lights of 
leopard lilies. Gone for ever! Sold to 
Karo! Gray. Lita would never have enough 








RESURRECTION 


by Elsie Fry Laurence 


It was not you who twisted daisy chains 

In far-off fields where cowslips smelled so sweet, 
Only a dreaming child with heavy hair 

Who bore your name and held your future years 
Within the hollow of a grubby hand. 


It was not ~ who wove from fairy tales 


A rich brig 


t fabric which should clothe your life, 


Nor you who, later, wept upon the world 

To see the tissue of your dreams destroyed. 
Again it doubtless will not be yourself 

Who shall desert at last this house of life, 

But some old woman, weak and worn with years 
Glad to slip off the shrivelled flesh, and sleep. 
So with your child: you scan his tiny face, 

But ere you know it all his features change. 

He is become a boy and soon a man, 

And you have lost the precious baby thing 


That was your son. 


Why are we then amazed 


To think that, when released from human shape, 
We too may rise, as Christ rose long ago, 

With altered countenance yet still Himself? 

We change from day to day; all growth is change. 
Our souls reach out to Him who lives and moves 
Amid the humming of a million stars. 

The spark remains, the glint of eyes and smile, 

The glow that lights the forehead of our loves. 

This we may know wherever it be met, 

Through spirit radiance as through shroud of flesh, 
When time and space alike are left behind, 

The Easter dawn of everlasting life. 
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money to buy it back again. She yearned 
toward it as Conté said she would. And 
so, in spite of present content, a pervading 
expectancy tilted her peace of mind 
toward a hope she could not define. Life 
could not end here like this. There must 
come something more to enrich and round 
it off. Thus her mind nibbled at the edge 
of the future. And her body grew taut and 
strong. 


ONE AFTERNOON when she had been 
gone from home two years, she reeled 
under a shock which nearly shattered her 
far-sought, difficult peace. An open fishing 
boat crossed the channel to bring back 
visitors to the island. A _ world-cruise 
steamer had docked at the mainland, and 
this was one of the short trips arranged for 
the few passengers who risked a rough 
passage and thorough drenching from 
spray. 

Lita had climbed to a rock cranny above 
the wharves to watch the little boat as it 
returned, decorated at every plunge with 
plumes of white. Her heart hammered at 
her ribs. On the wharf below, men were 
busy over nets and_trawls. Waves 
quarrelled in the next cove. 

Now the dory was almost in. Lines were 
thrown. Alongside the wharf willing hands 
reached down to help the visitors up the 
iron ladder. 

Lita’s lips went dry as cotton. The old, 
half-beloved, half-hated world had come 
to her remote Island. And she felt un- 
reasonably shy and awkward. Of course, 
she told herself, as if in comfort, the 
visitors could stay only a brief while. She 
need not even see them unless she wished. 
Two men and two women well-dressed in 
travelling tweeds and homespun. What 
was her fear? Had she become so firmly 
entrenched in her new life that any change 
unsettled her spiritual equilibrium? 

Now she heard a feminine voice say 
distinctly ‘Exactly the sort of outlandish 
place Lite would choose. It fairly reeks of 
her. Perhaps she’s here—housekeeping 
with kelp and seagulls.” 

Lita’s heart rocked in a smother. Now 
the answering words were blown to her. 
“Don’t be absurd, Karol. The last letter I 
had from her was marked from a town on 
the southern mainland. Quite likely she’s 
gone from even there by now. But she’d 
have the courage and appreciation any- 
how. This is a gorgeous, unspoiled beauty.” 

Reproof for the first sneaker. Defense of 
herself. Those deep, slow syllables. Whose 
but Conté’s. She stretched out a sudden 
hand to him and nearly lost her balance. 
Conté. . . here on her island! Yet instead 
of joy, she was engulfed with chill misery. 
Next came the thought, will he enquire 
for me of the men on the wharf? But the 
people went on. Conté felt sure she was 
somewhere else. Now in a few minutes she 
must decide what to do. Let them go, or 
try to pick up broken strands which might 
ruin all she had striven so hard to gain? 
Vanity, long buried, tweaked at her heart. 
She wore a clumsy woollen skirt, knitted 
cap and heavy reefer coat, plus shoes of 
indescribable dreadfulness, battered by 
climbing over the rocky shore. No time to 
run home and change. If she saw Conté it 
must be just as she was. Visitors from the 
mainland usually returned on the next 
tide. She did not think of the others; they 
did not matter. 

She climbed down to the wharf. Even 
should she meet the travellers face to face 
they might not recognize her. In these 
dun-colored clothes she looked like every 
other Island woman. 

Up on the higher road the wind tore off 
her cap. She ran after it in a panic, her 
long hair tumbling down and streaming 
behind her. Frenzy seized her hurry, 
hurry! . . . find her cap and tuck up her 
hair. Just as she scooped the woollen 
thing up from a ditch, she saw that at the 
turn of the road ahead the people had 
decided to come back. They were ap- 
proaching now, looking about them. 
talking. And now, on closer view, Lita 
became aware of a startling similarity 

{Continued on page 59} 
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The snapshots you'll want 
L Tomorrow—you must take Today 


Next year, next month, it will be too late to capture just that 


. ° 4 hing but th 
adorable phase your children are passing through now. Keep a eam pe ts os 


snapshot record as they grow. And don’t take chances—load a ae 
your camera with Kodak Verichrome Film, This double-coated 
film gets the picture where ordinary films fail. Your snapshots 
come out clearer, truer, more lifelike. Any camera is a better 
camera, loaded with Verichrome—use it always. 


In Canada “Kodak” is the registered trade mark and sole property 
of Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto, Ontario. 
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The Healthy e hild 


Take your baby regularly to the doctor for health checkups. Consult 
him about immunization against some of the diseases of childhood. 


Y prospective mother 
is a builder. She has the 
most important job in the world 
—the building of a human being 
—a son or a daughter. Foods 
are her building materials— 
both the food she eats before 
her baby is born and the food 
she gives him during babyhood. 
The building process must be- 
gin even before the baby is born. 
Under her doctor’s care and 
observation, the prospective 
mother will be advised what 
she should eat, the amount and 
kind of exercise she should take 
and how much time she should 
spend out-of-doors in fresh air 
and sunshine. 


Perhaps the mother should be 
on a special diet or restricted 
exercise — because of under- 
weight or overweight or some 
difficulty with her blood pres 
sure, kidneys or heart. It is im- 
portant to know and observe 
these conditions long before the 
baby arrives. 


After the baby is born, he should 
when possible have the food 
that is best for him—his own 
mother’s milk. But if conditions 
prevent, the doctor will order 
the best substitute. Into baby’s 
diet must go all the elements 
needed to build sound teeth, 
sturdy bones, strong muscles. 
His food must contain the vi- 
tamins needed to help him grow 
into vigorous childhood and to 
build up resistance to help him 
fight off disease. 


The Metropolitan will send you 
a 32page book “The Baby” 
which was prepared by experts. 
It tells not only about his feed- 
ing, but gives helpful advice re- 
garding his clothing, bathing, 
sleep and play. All this infor- 
mation supplements the advice 
you will receive from the doctor 
who periodically examines your 
baby. 

This useful book ““The Baby” 
will be mailed free upon request. 
Address Booklet Dept. 4-L-36. 


Keep Healthy—Be Examined Regularly 


METROPOLITAN LIFE 
INSURANCE COMPANY 


FREDERICK H. ECKER, 
PRESIDENT 





CANADIAN 
HEAD OFFICE 


OTTAWA 


SERVING CANADA SINCE 1872 








Girl Without Armor 


(Continued from page 13) 





together, preceded by the portly figure of 
Mr. Sloane. 

Mrs. Pendleton Sloane, fully dressed 
though it was three in the morning, was 
waiting for them. 

“Will you sit down?” she invited them 
icily. 

“Mama, I—” began Elizabeth. 

“It won’t be necessary for you to speak, 
Elizabeth. We will do the talking.” 

Mr. Pendleton Sloane handed John 
Paine an evening paper. Terrified, Eliza- 
beth crept closer and read over his shoulder 
An item in a gossip column was marked 
with a red pencil: 


“What adopted daughter of a wealthy 
socialite family is doing the vanishing 
act from her debutante parties these 
evenings? "Tis rumored that the young 
lady has an ineligible swain in tow: 
they’ve taken a lease on a table at 
Reuben’s. Friends say: ‘But don’t they 
always turn out badly?’ Ask the Navy, 
my dears. . 


Mr. Sloane’s voice was cold and succint 
when he spoke. 

“We have other plans for Elizabeth.” 

“I appreciate that, Mr. Sloane. I’m 
sorry about this foul column. It’s my vaca- 
tion, sir, a very short one, and naturally I 
wanted to see something of Elizabeth. We 
had bacon and eggs at Reuben’s so 
that we could talk. I’m very much in love 
with Elizabeth, sir. I should like the 
chance—” 

“I have nothing more to say to you, Mr. 
Paine.” 

Elizabeth was weeping quietly into her 
chiffon evening handkerchief, which was 
embroidered with gold threads and not 
meant for weeping. 

Mrs. Sloane stared uncompromisingly 
at John. 

“That will be all,” she supported her 
husband. “Naturally, we do not wish you 
to attempt to see Elizabeth again.” 

“I'll show you to the door,” said Mr. 
Sloane. 

“It won’t be necessary,” said John 
angrily. “I know the way to the door. But 
before I go, let me tell you that I’m not 
making you any promises. I love Eliza- 
beth and I want to marry her if she’ll have 
me. Next June, which is six months from 
now.” 

“Good night, Mr. Paine.” 

John touched Elizabeth’s hand before he 
turned on his heel and left. Her fingers 
clung briefly to his, but she did not look up. 

“Good night, Betsy—” 

He was gone. Elizabeth sank into the 
corner of the sofa and kept her face in her 
hands. 

“Don’t be preposterous, Elizabeth,” 
said Mrs. Sloane with annoyance. ‘This 
boy is entirely undesirable and certainly 
not worth crying about.” 

“We're taking you on a cruise,” said 
Mr. Sloane who disliked tears. ‘I’m sure 
you were not altogether to blame in this. 
Your docility, Elizabeth- you are easily 
led, you know. . . 

Elizabeth allowed the large, blonde 
Sloanes to take her to her room. Both of 
them kissed her on the forehead as a gen- 
erous gesture of forgiveness. 

“We won't speak of it again,” decided 
Mr. Sloane. “I’m sure Elizabeth knows 
we have her welfare at heart.” 

That wasa bitter night. It was the night 
when Elizabeth discovered herself and 
knew at last that she was a coward. Long 
before dawn, tossing around on her small 
French bed, she resigned herself to it. 
There were people who could fight back, 
but she was not one of them. One sentence 
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in the newspaper stuck in her mind: “They 
always turn out badly”—orphans, half 
orphans, adopted children. She be longed 
to their legion, the legion of small crea- 
tures who were taken into homes and fed 
and clothed and cared for by strangers. 
She felt a fierce loyalty to those children. 
If she lay very quiet she could hear some 
unknown woman’s voice saying, “Oh, 
dear no, I wouldn’t adopt a child for any- 
thing. Look at Emily Sloane, that girl 
they took ran off with a man they forbade 
her to see. They almost always turn out 
badly.”” A troubled sleep finally came to 
her, a sleep in which hundreds of small, 
starved-looking children seemed to be 
holding out their arms to her. 

She woke before seven and sat down at 
her escritoire in her nightgown to write a 
letter to John. 

“I can’t see you again,” she wrote, “‘be- 
cause it wouldn’t be right. I owe the fam- 
ily too much. I owe other girls like me too 
much; did you know there are thousands 
of them? Maybe millions in the whole 
world. So, though I love you now and I 
shall always love you wherever I am and 
whatever I do, this is good-by. Oh, John 
my darling, understand and forgive and, 
finally, forget me.” 

So Elizabeth toured the West Indies, 
walking on all the prescribed walks under 
Mrs. Sloane’s large white parasol, and 
taking the automobile trips to the various 
ruins of forts and citadels, wedged in be- 
tween mama and papa on the back seat. 
If there were letters from John she never 
saw them; and gradually the grief in her 
heart dulled down to a faint persistent 
unhappiness which she could bear because, 
she supposed, half the other people in the 
world were bearing it, too. 


IN THE fall of 1929 two things happened 
in the Sloane family. One was the market 
crash, which was much felt and very little 
discussed, and the other was Elizabeth's 
engagement and marriage to a man she 
had met at Newport during the summer. 
His name was Andrew Ballantine and, 
at thirty-six, he was the youngest corpora- 
tion president in the country. The mys- 
tery was how he had happened to choose 
Elizabeth Sloane from all the debs there 
were that season. There were fifty others, 
all of them more amusing and more strik- 
ing to look at than Elizabeth. But from 
the first Andrew Ballantine had come to 
her side and maintained his place there 
with a quiet firmness which delighted and 
impressed the Sloanes. 

“T couldn’t wish for a better match for 
you,” said mama in November when the 
weciding was set and the trousseau things 
were being bought. 

“To say nothing of the firm solidly 
behind us,” murmured papa grimly. 

Elizabeth's breath caught. She put out 
her arms to them, wincing briefly as a pin 
pricked her skin. The fitter was on her 
knees doing things to the skirt of the trail- 
ing white satin wedding gown. 

“Then have I made you happy? Have 
I been worth it?” she asked the Sloanes 
tremulously. 

They both kissed her and told her that 
she had been their own little daughter 
since she was three and that they didn’t 
know what they would do without her. 

Elizabeth thought about it when they 
were gone. She belonged to them, she 
was theirs. She had all the privileges of a 
daughter of the house except one—the 
biggest one. That of defiance. A daughter 
could call her parents and tell them, white- 
lipped but passionately in earnest, “I can’t 
go through with it, mother—father. Tell 
people anything you like, but I won't be 
here at my wedding. I can’t. I like him so 
much, but I don’t love him. I love some- 
body else. I'll always love somebody else.” 
But those were the words Elizabeth could 
never say, So the fitter went on cutting and 
puckering with sharp glittering little pins 
where the fine stitches would be, and Eliza- 
beth stood there in the white satin sheath, 
her body held tight and tense so it could 

{Continued on page 30} 
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THOUGH IT was winter, the Sloanes took 


her away from home. They opened the 
chilly old country house and stayed in it. 
Elizabeth wore the black clothes which 
were ordered for her and spent a good deal 
of time walking and looking off into noth- 
ing. She sometimes thought, ‘Where is 
Andrew?” and then she thought, ‘“‘Where 
is John?” and to her they both seemed 
equally far away and beyond recall. She 
was told she was extremely well provided 
for, for so young a woman she never 
bothered to find out just how much that 
meant. She asked papa to handle it all for 
her and use any of her income he liked. 
She was vaguely aware that the Sloanes 
had suffered with the long-drawn-out 
months of the depression and that they 
welcomed the excuse to stay quietly in the 
country rather than pinch pennies in town. 

Months later, she was still a black-clad 
young person living alone with two elderly 
people in a house too large for them. 
Spring came and then summer, but she 
didn’t join the parties and go to the 
dances, as it was understood that she was 
still in mourning. 

“Andrew was a fine man,”’ mama said 
often, touching her eyes with her handker- 
chief. 

“Yes,” replied Elizabeth. 

“I can understand why you would never 
want to go in society again,’’ continued 
mama, “after the tragedy in your life.” 

“But Elizabeth is only twenty,’’ began 
papa and abruptly stopped. 

The Sloanes looked at each other but 
Elizabeth did not see them. 

She might never have got John Paine’s 
letter at all—there were so many before 
that she never received—-except that she 


‘found it before it was forwarded. She came 


to town in September to superintend the 
packing of her things in the apartment. 

She took it in suddenly cold fingers and 
ripped a jagged slit in the envelope. It was 
kind and to the point. “I have meant to 
write to you of my sympathy in your loss,” 
it said, ‘and I understand that you are 
probably being very quiet just now and 
will not want to see people. But since I 
shall be so seldom in your part of the world, 
I hope you will let me call on you next 
month when my ship docks in Montreal. 
I have two or three weeks leave before 
setting off again. Will you let me know 
where you will be around the end of Octo- 
ber and if you will see me?” 

With a frantic haste, Elizabeth sat down 
at her own desk in the deserted, dusty 
apartment and wrote to him. She said he 


would find her at their country home and 
he must be sure to come. She would expect 
him; she wanted very much to see him 
She was always his devoted friend, Eliza- 
beth. 

After that the weeks dragged by. By the 
first of October every summer colonist had 
gone and Elizabeth was alone again with 
the Sloanes. She had told them John Paine 
was coming, and they watched her with 
nervous suspicion. She began to notice 
that they were not middle-aged any longer, 
but old. Old and quiet and less florid, and 
very dependent upon her for attention and 
amusement. They talked more and more 
often about Andrew and how fortunate she 
had been to be the wife of such a man, 
however briefly, and how unwise second 
marriages usually were when the first had 
been so happy. 


JOHN PAINE came with the tag end of a 
belated Indian summer. Suddenly, with- 
out heralding, he was there. Elizabeth was 
about to start on one of her solitary walks; 
she had a suede jacket over her sweater 
suit and a beret on her dark head. He met 
her at the porch steps as she was coming 
down, caught both hands and said, 
“Elizabeth!” and that was ali. She looked 
at him gravely, not much surprised as she 
had expected him for days, and presently 
she smiled. Her lips were unaccustomed to 
smiling and she felt suddenly very young 
and gauche and confused. 

“Hello John,” she said. 

He tucked her arm through his and 
walked her down the street in the direction 
of the sea. She did not think to ask him in 
first or to force the Sloanes to speak pleas- 
antly to him. She thought only that he 
was there and there couldn’t have been a 
better day for their walk than this. The 
sun gleamed warmly down on their shoul- 
ders and they shuffled through brown 
leaves on the ground as they passed. 

John had not changed. He was still a 
large young man with a rugged square chin 
line and grey-blue eyes. He wore shaggy 
brown tweeds instead of his uniform, and 
Elizabeth was sorry because she had 
wanted to see him first with his ensign on 
his sleeve. 

“It’s I who have changed,” she said 
suddenly, “‘haven’t 1?” 

“I was thinking how like the little debu- 
tante with the frightened look you are this 
moment.” 

“Oh, I’m not frightened, John.” 

“I think you are.” 

{Continued on page 85} 





ON MORNINGS FRESH WITH SILVER DEW... 
That's when the Canadian white violet is at its loveliest. What chubby little hand 


hasn't clutched its soft, delicate stems and carried its first purple-veined blossoms 


to school? Violets grow so quietly . . . Isabel Butchart's lines describe them 


beautifully: 


"They are so still 
That one can hardly know 


The passion of their will 
To live and grow." 
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‘I made a bet with Mom... 
and look at what I won!” 





**Say, Mom, I bet I'd help 
you wash if you'd treat 


me to an ice cream cone.’ 


*‘Bobbie, I'd give a couple 
of cones if somebody'd 
only tell me what makes 
these clothes so gray, even 
though I rub and scrub 


like fury.”’ 












“I wish you’d ask your 
sister, Bill, and see if she 
knows what's wrong with 
my mother’s washes.”’ 









“I bet Idon’t have toask. 
I hear women discussing 
things in the grocery store 
where I work and I know 
plenty about washing.” 













‘‘Your mother’s clothes 
have probably got tattle- 
tale gray —‘cause her soap 
doesn’t wash clean. Why 
doesn’t she get wise and 
change to Fels-Naptha 
Soap? Everybody raves 
about the snappy way it 
gets out ALL the dirt!" 
















AND | GOT RID OF TATTLE-TALE 
GRAY! FELS-NAPTHA’S GRAND 












$O 1 TOLD MOM 


ABOUT GOLDEN SOAP AND LOTS OF 
FELS-NAPTHA SOAP NAPTHA WASH CLOTHES SO 
AND GOT MY CONES CLEAN THEY SIMPLY SHINE! 






| LIKE FELS-NAPTHA BECAUSE 
| IT'S GENTLER, TOO. WONDERFUL 
Y FOR SILK THINGS! EASIER 
ON MY HANDS! 







© 1936, FES & CO. 


Banish “Tattle-Tale Gray” 
with FELS-NAPTHA SOAP! 
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Girl Without Armor 


(Continued from page 28) 





not melt somewhere and crumple to the 
floor. 


SHE AND Andrew Ballantine were mar- 
ried at St. Thomas’s Church the day after 
Thanksgiving. Then she was whisked into 
travelling clothes, too tired to notice much 
after hours of standing at the reception, 
and presently she was leaning on a ship’s 
rail beside her husband and, as if from a 
dim, long distance, she was hearing him 
speak: 

“I admire your courage, Elizabeth.” 

She shook her head at him stupidly. 

“Courage? No, Andrew, I have none. 
It was left out when I was made. I used 
to be sad about it, but now I don’t care 
any more.” 

Andrew Ballantine was a tall, lean per- 
son with a pleasant face and shrewd eyes. 
He had to bend to look straight into Eliza- 
beth’s eyes. 

“I mean it. You’re as brave as a lion. 
It takes that sort of courage to marry a 
man you don’t love. Never mind, Eliza- 
beth. I know. I wanted you anyhow. . .” 
He put his arm gently around her waist as 
they stood there. “I have a gift for you; 
we won't say anything more about it now. 
One of these days you'll know what it is.” 

It was easier than Elizabeth had 
thought, because there was no pretense in 
their relationship. Quite simply, Andrew 
loved her and quite simply, she was fond 
of him. They stayed briefly in Paris and 
a little longer in London and then sailed 
home. The Sloanes wanted them to take 
a house near them, but Andrew seemed to 
dislike the idea. 

“Unless you very much want a whole 
house, darling,” he said. 

Elizabeth had no designs on a house and 
made it clear. They took an attractive 
terrace apartment with a view and she 
was surprisingly contented there. There 
was something satisfying in making 
Andrew so obviously happy. Bit by bit, 


she drew from him the story of his boyhood 
and early life long before he was ever con- 
nected with the corporation. 

“My parents died when I was a small 
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boy, and I was raised by two bachelor 
uncles; that is, they sent me to school and 
I spent my vacations travelling with one 
or the other of them. I never had a home 
and I’ve always wanted one.”’ Elizabeth 
wondered briefly why, then, he hadn't 
insisted on getting settled permanently in 
a house, or buying a country place on the 
Island. Still, the apartment grew in charm 
as they collected things to fit it, and And- 
rew loved the river view. 

“I had to work so hard after I got out of 
college that I literally didn’t have time to 
get married,” he told her whimsically. “Or 
maybe it was because you were in school 
at the time.” 

Andrew’s firm was weathering the de- 
pression better than most, but it took time 
and hard work and late hours. He began 
to look thin and dark under the eyes, and 
Elizabeth begged him to resign and take a 
long vacation. He shook his head and 
made no explanations. 

“This firm is what I’ve got to show for 
my life,” he said briefly. 

“Goose! You're not old,” laughed 
Elizabeth. ‘You have years to accomplish 
things. You might even have a batch of 
children as hostages to fortune.” 

His frown deepened. “I don’t want any 
children, Elizabeth.” 

She was hurt and tried not to show it. If 
she were willing to bear children for 
Andrew with the image of young John 
Paine still in her heart, surely Andrew 
should be proud and grateful. 

“You think I’m not strong enough,” it 
occurred to her. “I am, really. Even Dr. 
Willowes will tell you that, with care, 
J.” 

“Let’s not talk about it, darling,” he 
pleaded. 

She decided then that he must be either 
the jealous type who resents sharing his 
wife with the nursery, or a man with a 
deepset dislike of all children. It was hard 
to understand. 

They had been married a year on the 
morning that Andrew Ballantine did not 
get up for his breakfast and could not be 
waked. 

“Andrew!” Elizabeth screamed at him, 
“Andrew!” 

Finally the servants caught her wrists 
and took her back to her room, and Dr. 
Willowes came and labelled it “heart 
failure” and sent Elizabeth over to the 
Sloanes. 

“He was so alive,” wondered Elizabeth 
dry-eyed. “And he was happy. It was 
wrong for him to die.” 





"IT CROWDS ACROSS THE MEADOW .." 


Just the ordinary little blood root, whose gold-centred white blossom appears 
almost before the snow is gone. Yet Canada's great nature poet, Bliss Carman, 


said of these wild flowers: 


"So frail and unregarded, 
And yet about them clings 


That exquisite perfection, 
The soul of common things!" 


From the deep red juice of the stem for which blood root is named, the Indians 
made their war paint. 











Hats Are 
So Amusing 


by LOTTA DEMPSEY 


REALLY! The funnier they are, the more 
expensive. If you want a solemn hat, you'll 
have to look for it on a bargain counter. 
And sanity is next to dowdiness. It’s 
something about the season. 

But don’t get the idea you’ll be laugh- 
ing at the hats. You laugh with them, or 
they with you. They’re that jolly. They 
twinkle and wink and capsize and stagger. 
Just no sense of dignity anywhere. But 
they’re smart. And alert. And full of the 
zest of living. 

Speaking generally, it’s a year of low 
hats for high brows. They’re down front 
and off the back, or down back and off the 
front, or sidewise, or just up top. But do 
they ever go squarely down over your 
ears, and just ‘“‘set’’? Nothing could per- 
suade them. 

Take the Margot, for instance. A ruffle 
of pleated milan around a little flat crown. 
Like a fancied-up pancake, says one male. 
But does he go looking for a plainer girl 
with a saner bonnet? The answer is no. 
It isn’t lése majesté to say that the Mar- 
got—exclusive, unusual, dripping Paris 
designers—is very amusing. That’s the 
cult of 1936. Back to smiles, says the 
world. No more drooping. And the hats 
are making a brave gesture. Effective, too. 

Take the coachman’s hat. Did you ever 
think a jolly cabby in Hyde Park was a 
very staid figure? Well, the cabby’s hat is 
his spittin’ image. You can’t wear it with- 
out feeling adventurous. Rather ridicu- 
lously adventurous. Like hunting for 
pirate gold on a bicycle in Vancouver Park, 
or sunken treasure at St. Andrews-by- 
the-Sea. The big silver or gold buckle on 
the coachman’s hat is a little comic opera, 
too. 

Then there’s the Breton sailor. Now, 
could you be serious in the flipperty turn- 
up-all-round effect of the little shallow 
saucer-crowned affair? As serious as a 
seaman on a millpond. But that doesn’t 
say it isn’t a good hat or a smart one. It’s 
got the old heavy type of ponderous sailor 
backed into the hold. It goes through with 

{Continued on page 51} 
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There's a ribboned effect in this striped toyo Breton, with 

broad, shallow brim and slightly peaked crown. (Upper left) 

From Marion Valle's Madison Avenue salon, it is banded with 

blue capeskin on top of black grosgrain ribbon which also 

grips the head smoothly at the hair-line in the back. The 
model's suit is of matching blue wool. 


Straw and leather are cleverly combined in this black and 

red ensemble, (Lower left). The hat, fashioned of the new 

ciré straw in undulating pattern, has a brim sharply up-turned, 

and a squared crown of bright red capeskin banded in navy 

cord. The scarf of navy taffeta reveals two scarlet leather 
tabs in front. 






































Perky velvet carnations in pink and white perch atop the 
crown of this black toyo, (Upper right) with cleverly manipu- 
lated brim. The banding is in moiré ribbon, and a coarse 


starched veil forms a flattering frame around the front. 


Tiny marigolds in a half-circle indicate the shallow crown of 

the stitched cellophane hat in warm golden brown shade. 

(Lower right). A broad taffeta band folds across the crown 

and ties in a flat bow beneath the back of the brim. 

Definitely Watteau in inspiration, this lovely model was 
created by Marion Valle. 


The hats, with costumes, accessories and settings by The Robert Simpson Company Limited. 
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protect your stockings 
oegainst tomorrows 


ID YOU EVER STOP TO THINK OF THIS? 
The way you wash your stockings tonight 
may save you runs tomorrow! 


When new, those lovely, filmy stockings of 
yours have a precious elasticity that lets them 
give under strain. Stretch, then spring back 
into shape without breaking. Rubbing with cake 
soap—or using soaps with harmful alkali— 
weakens elasticity. Then—the slightest strain 





is apt to break a thread—and pop goes a run! 

So, tonight, when you wash your stockings, 
give them this protection: use safe, gentle Lux. 

Lux saves elasticity — preserves the wonder- 
ful live quality the silk has when new. 

Girls everywhere are learning how this easy 
Lux way cuts down runs. No rubbing, no harm- 
ful alkali. When it comes to runs, don’t trust 
to luck, trust to Lux. 
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~ The Dawn of a Great Beauty Discovery! 


Now Science gives you the benefits of 


“Filtered Sunshine’ 


in Woodbury’s Facial Soap 


to bring new Loveliness to your Skin 






































Mm tle tt for THE dh scUt nO ae TOUCH” 


Bathe in “FILTERED SUNSHINE” for 
all-over Skin Loveliness 


MADE IN CANADA 





Nee endows the Sun with numerous rays. Some 
of these rays burn and destroy the skin; others help 


to enhance its loveliness. 


At last a way has been found to irradiate the gentlest 
qualities of Sunshine into one of the ingredients of 
the world-famous Woodbury’s Facial Soap. 

Now, Winter or Summer, every time you wash or 
bathe, Woodbury’s is ready to give your skin the glori- 
ous benefits of this kindly Sunshine element. 


Now, a finer Beauty Soap 
than ever! 


The world has long waited for 
the benefits of Sunshine in Soap! 
Today this great achievement is 
here! Here to stay...in the beauty 
soap that women everywherecher- 
ish as an aid to skin loveliness. 


You know Woodbury’s Facial 
Soap! You’ve known and loved 
it for years. The way its tonic 
lather brings new radiant bloom 
to the complexion. The way 
Woodbury’s helps to correct the 
common skin faults. 


The half-century record of this 
world-famous soap is written in 
bold letters in the annals of der- 
matology! Both in laboratory 
and clinical tests, Woodbury’s 
has proved its superior benefits 
for your skin! 


New Discovery of Science 
How fitting then, that a great 
new discovery has contributed 
the qualities of “Filtered Sun- 
shine” to this recognized beauty 
formula! 

Everyone knows that Sunshine 
in careful measure, is a natural 


Ch 's: 
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skin beautifier. And now by a 
marvelous new process, an ex- 
clusive patented process, the 
useful rays are irradiated into 
an ingredient of Woodbury’s Fa- 
cial Soap, which is readily ab- 
sorbed by the skin. An important 
scientific work, by Woodbury 
skin scientists and a leading 
university. 

Now the identical formula 
which produced such amazing 
results in the International Half- 
face Tests gives you this added 
luxury...the benefits of “Filtered 
Sunshine” in every cake! 


Formerly 25c— 
Now only 10c a Cake 


Today the same full-size, long- 
lasting cake of Woodbury’s that 
for years sold at 25c, is only 10c 
a cake! Now with its added Sun- 
shine element, use it freely for 
your beauty bath, and to make 
your complexion “A Skin You 
Love to Touch”. Bathe the baby 
in its gentle lather. Let all the 
family enjoy its benefits! 

You can get the new Wood- 
bury’s at all toilet goods coun- 
ters, and at the better grocers. 


EXCITING MONEY-BACK OFFER 


Try Woodbury’s with the new “Filtered Sun- 
shine” element in it, on these generous terms! 
Buy 3 cakes. Use 2 fuil cakes. If your mirror 
does not convince you that Woodbury’s is the 
finest complexion soap you've ever tried, do this: 

Mail to us, any time before May 31, 1936, 
the unused cake in its wrapper (seals un- 
broken), and the wrappers from the 2 used 
cakes. Tell us why Woodbury’s did not suit 
you; also the amount you paid for the 3 cakes. 
We will then refund to you the full 3-cake pur- 
chase price, plus postage. 


Dept. 429 
Ait A Moodury Lee Perth, Ontario 
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Scientific Ingredient 


keeps these two Beauty Creams 





£ is one of the greatest contributions 

to skin beauty ever offered to Cana- 
dian women! A luscious, soothing beauty 
cream that is germ-free. 


Woodbury’s Cold Cream contains a sci- 
entific ingredient which keeps it free from 
germs, even after the jar is opened. And 
it retains this germ-free quality until every 
last bit of the cream is used! 


Skin beauty now doubly protected 


If your skin is thin or easily infected, 
you'll value this protection. For not only 
does this dainty cream soften skin texture. 
It guards, the while, those tiny, often im- 
perceptible breaks in the skin against 
the germs which cause blemishes. 

And, in addition, Woodbury’sCold Cream 
helps to keep skin moist and supple. It 
contains Element 576 which aids in com- 
bating skin dryness. 

Harsh weather will have no terrors for 
you, if you always film your skin with 
Woodbury’s Germ-free Facial Cream be- 
fore going out. A delightful foundation 
for your powder and rouge. 


These unique beauty creams cost only 
50c, 25c, 15¢ in jars; 25c, 10c in tubes. 
Send coupon for samples. 


Guard against this hazard 
to your beauty 


When a tiny break occurs in the skin, as from chap- 
ping or dryness, the skin's defense against germs 
from the outside is weakened. If germs get under 
the skin, a bacterial infection, or germ-caused blem- 
ish, may result, as shown in the photomicrograph 


labelled “A”, 


Picture “B”’ is a section of clear, unblemished skin 
magnified many times. Germs are constantly present, 
even on a lovely complexion. Woodbury’s Germ-free 
Beauty Creams, which remain germ-free as long as 
they last, help to guard the skin against the attack of 
germs, thus greatly reducing the chances of blemish. 


FREE! WOODBURY’'S “LOVELINESS KIT“! 
John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Dept. 729, Perth, Ont. 


Please send me free (except for mailing costs) ‘‘Love- 
liness Kit’ containing generous tubes of Woodbury’s 
Germ-free Cold and Facial Creams, six packets of 
Woodbury’s Facial Powder, and a guest-size cake of 
Woodbury’s Facial Soap. I enclose 10c to cover packing 
and postage. 


Name—__ ai 
ial at 


Se cnigtalaetiese 





Province. 





@ AVOID IMITATIONS... Look for the head and signature, Sohn Ht Woodbury, Ltd.» on all Woodbury products. 
MADE IN CANADA 


| 
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The new styles are as gay and colorful as the 


FASHION SHORTS 


in which Kay Murphy describes them 


HIS SPRING a gal will either 
dress like her husband, or like her 


mother, when mother was a girl! 
For on one side we have the very 
tailored mode, with mannish suits, 
shirt-tail blouses, fobs in vest pock- 
ets and a homburg or derby perched 
on sleek, off-the-ear coiffure. 
On the other hand, we have the 
Gibson girl with all her glory of wasp 
waist, fullish skirt, high-shouldered 
sleeves and a flower-trimmed sailor 
perched on her curls. 
You pay your money and you take 


your choice. 
a 


As I've told you before, the tailored 
suit is going to be a wow — and talk 
about taking our lines from the men! 
Bless their hearts, we have not only 
taken their lines but added a few of 
our own as well. 

Saw a lovely men's wear fabric jacket 
suit: the fitted coat was black, bound 
with black braid, and the skirt was 
deep grey with a faint white line. 
Add to it a black derby-type hat, a 
white carnation (one of those feath- 
ery, artificial ones), and a black pet- 


ent bag — just about the smartest 
thing you would want to see. 
* 


But, of course, these are not the only 
styles prevailing. The Chinese theme 
is quite active, with coolie hats (they 
look like lampshades!}, mandarin 
jackets on dresses, and the rich Ori- 
ental embroideries appearing on 
sleeves, collars and here-and-there. 
Then we have the Spanish touch, in- 
spired by the Goya exhibition at the 
Metropolitan Museum in New York. 
The designers are stealing nice little 
ideas like bolero jackets, bright cum- 
merbunds, and hats that would make 
a matador take another bow. 


Navy and grey are running neck and 
neck in the color race, with lovely 
warm shades to the fore in dresses, 
such as “Penny,” a rich rust, and 
"Wheat," a delicious gold shade. 
Aqua, turquoise, rose are also pop- 
ping up in the newest spring frocks. 

s 
Besides the jacket suit, there are lots 
of long-coat suits, and you know how 
practical they are, for, of course, you 
may take the coat away from the 
skirt any time and wear it as a spring 
coat. Plenty of fitted coats, man- 
nish-like. | saw several with velvet 
collars that looked just like hubby's 
chesterfield. Then there are so man 
in the swagger style and ripple ich 
that you are fair put to it to say 
which is going to be the coat. 

® 
One love of a young woman's coat 
was in double-breasted military style, 
with buckied side belts. 

= 
For evening wear on "best'’ spring 
nights you'll be smart if you come 
forth in flowered taffeta, or starched 
lace, or maybe luscious colored 
chiffon. 


But it's the accessories that | have 
gone mildly mad about. A vest to 
wear over a dark gress, or to wear 
under a suit. A Tattersall linen one 
looked like something you would meet 
on the race track — red and green 
checks on natural ground. And those 
severe linen gilets that just make a 
suit, whether it be of this year's vint- 
age, or a hand-me-down from last's. 
8 
Then the fobs I'm seeing. Watch 
fobs, compass fobs (with a real com- 
pass, just in case you forget which 


(Continued on page 39) 
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Cutex neem pert 


NE YORK’S smartest women, members cof the 
Metropolitan Opera Guild, and women who ran 
the Horse Show Ball at The Waldorf-Astoria, say that 
Cutex Rose, Rust and Ruby are the 3 lovely nail 
shades that will be worn most this Spring. 

CUTEX ROSE will be widely worn, they say, in the 
evening with pastel shades to make a whole “light” 
color scheme, also with bright and difficult colors 
where bright nails might clash. 

CUTEX RUBY, they say, is a big favorite because 
it goes with everything and is practically “required” 
with black costumes, to give a bright accent. Nothing 
is higher style here or in Paris than all black for 


Cute 








- Ruby with everythin 


day — unrelieved except for deep-red lips and nails. 

And here’s the news! CUTEX RUST is the new com- 
a sort of Sun-Tan... what Paris calls 
the perfect com- 


ing shade. It’s 


a “false” or “smoky” shade. It’s 


COLOR SCHEMES 
Rese—lovely with all pastels, cor- 
rect with all difficult colors. 


Corai—charming with beige, 
gray, green, black, dark brown. 


Mauve—perfect with blue, gray 
and al! pastels. 


Rust—new, fascinating with 
brown, rust, beige, gray, green. 


Cardinal—contrasts well with 
black, white, yellow, pastels. 


Ruby—smart with all colors, espe- 
cially black. 


MADE IN CANADA 


These 3 were voted Smartest 


BY FASHIONABLE NEW YORK WOMEN 


g—particularly black 








> 
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nd “difficult” colors 





cutex Rose with pastels 


plement for brown, is lovely with green and is going to 
be seen on all smart sun-tanned hands this summer. 
Of course you won't go wrong with any of the 8 
lovely Cutex ‘shades because eac hi is created by the 
World’s Manicure Authority. But The Big 3 this 
Spring are going to be Rose, Ruby and Rust. All 
Cutex shades at your favorite shop—35¢. Cutex 
Lipstick to match—55¢. 
NortHaM WARREN, Montreal, New York, London, Paris 


MAIL COUPON TODAY WITH 14 CENTS... 










Northam Warren Limited, Dept. 6-T-4 ‘| 
980 St. Antoine Street, Montreal, Canada 


I enclose 144 for 2 shades of Cutex Party Polish, as checked below, 


sample of harmonizing Lipstick and Polish Remover 


Rose 2 Cardinal 9 Rust ( Ruby (2) 
Name —————$— —— a 


ata eal ee 
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th HINDS YOU CAN PUT YOUR 
GLOVES ON RIGHT AWAY |... 


S HIGH TIME you knew about Hinds 

Honey & Almond Cream. Hinds will 
banish forever the annoyance and embarrass- 
ment of slow-drying, sticky hand lotions— 
lotions that merely gloss the surface of your 
skin or give a superficial slickness. 
Hinds luscious creaminess comes from the ” 
use of rich, soothing, deep-penetrating 
ingredients—the same kind of skin-softeners 
that you get in expensive Dry-skin and 
Wrinkle Creams. That’s why Hinds does 
your hands more good —why it soothes 
and softens with a pore-deep, healing 
thoroughness. 
Hinds works quickly, too—its penetrating 
ingredients saturate the skin immediately— 
bringirz blessed relief to parched skin— 
making tender, sore and rough hands look 





Assured women know they’re not only 
the most important features of feminine 
charm and beauty, but the key to sophis- 
tication as well. The woman who has 

them, has studied herself: you may be 
certain of that. She’s learned to overcome 
or disguise her defects and to make the 
most of her good points. After this foun- 
dation work, it’s time enough to think 
about definite improvement of appearance. 
Creams, make-up and lotions plus correct 
grooming have not only completely trans- 
formed her looks but her whole mentality. 
Her outlook is brighter because she is self- 
assured and knows she creates a pleasant 
impression on those with whom she comes 
in contact. 

Let us take a woman of about thirty-five. 
Today, this is considered a highly attrac- 
tive age. But instead of red hair that 
should be a shining glory, she has dull and 
lifeless locks. Apparently she is not aware 


PERSONALITY and _ individuality! 





1. Dry hands thoroughly every time you take 
them out of water—then apply Hinds Honey 
& Almond Cream. 





better and feel better right away. — that a red henna rinse would add lustre 
peacewesescoceconconeneceewson ~~ icin ll and bring out the highlights. She could 
i i 2. Always keep a bottle of Hinds handy near also arrange it far more becomingly by 
: gy in, kil ; bs. pe: : 
i BLE Bands Co. (Comedie) Lined. Gi) Toes © deme ane ap ond ale’ toake having it permanently waved. She may 
; ree eae ee ; and at night before retiring. now have a very flattering coiffure, where- 
Send me 4 eamaee free sample of Hinds as, before, her hair was unbecoming and 
' i ’ ’ ‘ 
Every = Aenean Crem. : arranged in such a manner that her high, 
; j intelligent forehead was completely cover- 
(NOR Ste eee tte, Oe ana CO lea : ed, detracting from, rather than adding to, 
' I her round, well-shaped face. The shape 
! ! of her face would be considered excellent. 
OI GBS onceyssevninecsnsocusseaeceerertnessesesmmaenstnenrioenesuatveessei wo B 7 rE ht b he st 
i i ut ones gaze Is caug it by the rough, 
i ; flaky skin—a condition due to over-expos- 
; City. penasvereceveconensosoessseosseesesorosrncooosooosooes EES ees } ure and improper cleansing, toning and 
Oe ee ee ee oe ee ee ee ee ee oe ee ee ee ee ee ees ee ee ee ee ee nourishing. 


She should use a transparent liquefying 
cleansing cream two or three times during 
the day and at night before retiring. Next, 
she may choose a penetrating cream and 
muscle oil blended together, patted well 
over the entire face to restore the natural 
oils and a petal-smooth skin while she 
sleeps. Upon arising, a dash of a skin tonic 
to close and normalize the pores will give 
her that exhilarating feeling of being ‘‘on 
top of the world.” 





2 “CREAM 


Trade Mark Registered in Canada 
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It's exactly the same girl— 

but what a difference after 

right hair-dressing and 
make-up, 


Don't be Dall 
at Thirty-five ! 


by ELLEN PERRY, Beautician for Palmer’s Montreal 


Before starting a day full of golf, swim- 
ming and motoring, finishing cream should 
always be applied before make-up as a 
protection against sun and wind. 

She has been accustomed to using a pink 
powder on her true rachel-toned skin. 
Undoubtedly, she has not been told about 
the new lotus shade, which New York and 
all the leading beauty centres are featuring 
for daytime use. Its mauve transparency 
suits any complexion, even dark olive. 
Her blush shade of rouge should be blended 
high on the cheeks, to form a frame for 
her beautiful hazel eyes. 

Her eyebrows and eyelashes are far too 
light to impart that alluring depth of mys- 
tery: today, nearly all beauty salons tint 
colorless eyebrows and lashes. If she would 
also smooth a little grey eye-shadow on her 
upper lids, beginning in the centre and 
blending cleverly into the temples, it 
would give a soft, bewitching loveliness to 
her eyes. 

To complete her make-up, she should 
choose a lipstick which will harmonize with 
her rouge, applying it smoothly and well 
out to the corners, to lengthen her small 
but too full mouth. 


NOW THAT the proper make-up has been 
selected to suit her complexion, let us con- 
sider her clothes. She has been accustomed 
to dressing too conservatively in dark 
colors, thus giving her whole face a drab 
look, rather than brightening her appear- 
ance. She thinks that gay, well-chosen 
colors will make her conspicuous, but con- 
trary to this, clear blues, beige, mauve, 
grey, green and yellow, are all excellent 
choices. 

The woman who studies every detail 
which has been discussed in this article, 
cannot remain on the outside, wondering 
what that certain chic is which other 
women possess and she has often admired 
but could not acquire. She need no longer 
be a comely, dull person, but may turn 
into a smart, well-poised woman, with 
charm, personality and romance. 


% 
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FASHION SHORTS 


(Continued from page 34) 


is east or west!), flower fobs (flowers 
hanging on metal or leather chains 
from your pocket), compact fobs, 
complete with powder, rouge and 
mirror — oh, you have a big choice 


in fobs. 
% 


But it's the gloves | revel in — poppy 
red, leaf green, sulphur yellow; and 
it's very smart to match your hand- 
bag to your gloves, so, of course, 
there are all kinds of gaily colored 
patents and suedes. And belts, too, 
if you have a mind, or a dress that 


needs one. 
s 


A polka dot hanky around your neck 
and one in your breast pocket — 
there's a cheap yet unique way to get 
color into an outfit. $ many gals 
buy the materials, be they silk, linen 
or cotton, and "run up” a set for 


every whim. 
ae 


Violets, violets! Huge bunches of 
violets are being perched on coat and 
suit lapels, and some of the better 
shops are putting them on the sailor 
hats to match the boutonniére. 


Have you seen the "refrigerator" 
flowers? | thought they were ''spoof- 
ing’ when they told me they would 
last six months. Well, | have one 
spray of orchids that is going strong 
after three months. These flowers are 
made of rice paper, and so realistic 
that you really can't tell them from 
real flowers. After an 


evening s 
frolic you pop them into the refrig- 
erator, and lo and behold! next morn- 


ing they are as fresh as ever. It seems 
the moisture and cold of the ice-box 
revive the rice paper. Almost 


magicall 
we 


Petticoats are still with us, and they 
are really very practical for suit wear. 
Some come with slits up the sides to 
correspond with the slits in your skirt 
(which, by the way, are quite the 
thing). 

& 


The printed dresses are the sweetest 
things, with large colorful flowers be- 
sporting themselves, and broken 
stripes and polka dots, not to mention 
lovely, soft Paisleys that are really 
coming to the fore again. While some 





of these dresses are in the shirtwaist 
styles, a great many of them are 
gaily Gibsonish, with high-shouldered 
sleeves, self or contrasting sashes, and 
softly draped high necklines. 


The afternoon dresses are taking on 
plenty of jacket interest, with crépes 
topping themselves with taffeta, and 
sheers adding on a bengaline bolero. 


Redingotes, especially the kind that 
go in for cosy, practical wool coats 
over colorful print dresses, are very 
popular. Also | saw a very tricky 
taffeta redingote, the dresses of red 
and black check, and the full-length 
fitted coat of black taffeta, with red 
trimmings. 
* 

The dinner suit — now there is a style 
that is persistent. We have had 
dinner suits before, and they were 
merely so-and-so. But this spring they 
have gone places. The bengaline 
ankle-length suit, with white lace top 
under the mannish jacket, is being 
seen in all the better places around 
town. 


And how the heels have gone down! 
The lower-heeled shoe is really com- 
ing into its own, especially for street 
wear. A broad strap is the feature 
of one. Brass-bound eyelets gleam on 
another style, and you're going to 
see more colored shoes this spring, 
too. So watch out for them. 
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TRUE BEAUTY 


means 
beauly WL cver™ 


ND you can have this true beauty... 
this all over skin loveliness. Your 
whole body — not just face, throat and 
shoulders — can be satiny soft and youth- 
ful. Just follow the simple Palmolive beauty 
treatment given below. It’s recommended 
by over 20,000 beauty experrs. 


Even in winter time you can trust Palmolive 
to keep your skin lovely. Trust the oils of 
olive and palm that are carefully blended 
in this famous beauty soap. For it is these 
costly, oriental oils that make Palmolive’s 
lather soothing and softening for your skin. 
Penetrating the pores, it keeps all your skin 
youthful and radiant... as it gently cleanses 
and refreshes. 


So start with Palmolive today, and winter 
winds won't harm the lovely schoolgirl 
complexion that will soon be yours. 


Try this Palmolive Beauty Treatment 


Use it for face and throat and for the bath 
as well. Gently massage into your skin a 
warm, rich Palmolive lather. Cleanse pores 
thoroughly. Rinse with warm water, then 
with cold. That’s all there is to this simple 
beauty treatment. And here’s another 
beauty hint. Palmolive, used as a shampoo, 
keeps your scalp healthy, hair soft and 
lustrous. 
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who have ideas 


What deep pride will be yours when you own a new, 
1936 Chevrolet! For here is the lowest-priced car with the 
beautiful, tasteful style of Bodies by Fisher . . . with the built-in 
comfort and conveniences that the famous name of Fisher 
stands for . . . with Fisher No-Draft Ventilation to guard your 
health as you ride in luxury. 


How thriftily your new Chevrolet will fall into line 
with the family budget! It costs you less to buy, thanks to 
greatly-reduced 7% GMAC plan time payments. It costs you 
less for gasoline and oil, because it has a Valve-in-Head engine, 
the same type as the big, cross-continent airplanes use for 
maximum performance, at minimum expense. 


about 


CHEVROLET 






LADIES 


beauty and budgets 


What priceless safety will ride with you! For Chevrolet is 
the only car in its class that offers you the complete, over- 
all protection of the Solid Steel Turret Top and swerveless 
Hydraulic Brakes —of Safety glass throughout—and Knee- 
Action with Shockproof Steering on Master De Luxe Models. 


Be full partner with your husband in choosing your 
family’s new car. 
complete for years to come by deciding on the new Chevrolet, 
the only complete low-priced car. 


And make your motoring happiness 





Thousands of women have already received our non-advertising booklet, “THE 
A-B-C OF DRIVING.” Would you like a free copy? Simply write today 
to the Customer Research Department, General Motors, Oshawa, Ontario. 
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They endorse extensive pleatings and simpler necklines—finger-tip loose-hang- 
ing sport coats or tailored jackets: important design effects in buttons and 


collars—redingotes for matrons—éowns distinctive in line and rich in fabric 





Descriptions of fabrics and patterns on page 89. These are Chatelaine patterns and may be ordered from leading stores or direct from Chatelaine 
Pattern Service, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, Ontario. When ordering, give the number and size desired. Price of all patterns, !5 cents. 
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The New Feminist Mlovement . . 
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643 
Leaders in the spring style parade—bringing on their banners a host 
of gay and lively fabrics that set the season abloom with gay color— 


Cheering for shorter skirts and higher contrast effects—picoting for pockets 


Descriptions of fabrics and patterns on page 89. These are Chatelaine patterns and may be ordered from leading stores or direct from Chatelaine 
Pattern Service, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, Ontario. When ordering, give the number and size desired. Price of all patterns, 15 cents. 
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ARTH changes her raiment at the Easter season. And 
we are the earth's children. It's an older urge than 
any stirred by a fashion designer that inspires a 
woman to feel, with the poet, “Now will | fling these 
things away, which seemed sufficient till today." 


Because her spirit needs renewing, she finds new 
splendor in her spring wardrobe. When she walks 
reverently up the church steps on Easter Sunday morn- 
ing, hymn book in hand, the loveliness of her spring 
ensemble need detract no more from the richness of 
her worship than does the glad shimmer of white lilies take solemnity from 
the altar. 


So—for the Eastertidel 


There may be fresh exuberance about her if she chooses this two-piece frock 
of wool or silk. The sprigged skirt, with its kick pleats, is topped by a four but- 
ton, double-breasted tailored jacket which has contrasting cuffs and collar of 
the skirt material. It would be lovely in any one of a dozen color combinations 
-— that make spring so vivid, this year. A grey coat with skirt figured in green, 
tan, melon or royal blue, for instance. Any solid color, with the skirt patterned 
in white, would be unusually effective. Green, with a figure in melon or wine 
would be interesting. 
Then, there is the softer, more formal frock for Easter. It has full, graceful 
sleeves caught at the wrists, a lovely shoulder line which effects a cowl through 
triple pleating, a tiny, smart collar and effective front-pleat skirt. It could be 
lovely in any rich, fresh color—or in navy, black, grey—with color accents in 
the accessories. 





Watch the gradually lifted hemline of the tailored frock this season. It goes 
from II to 14 inches—offering a wide choice. Buttons and buckles are so 
important—these might be wooden. The back-fastening gloves in 611 are 
extremely smart. This frock would allow for some charming effects in the lovely 
organdy or piqué collars and vestees now in favor. 


These are Chatelaine patterns and may be ordered from leading stores or 
direct from Chatelaine Pattern Service, 481 University Avenue, Toronto, 
Ontario. When ordering give the number, size and style desired. 


4 Price of all patterns, 15 cents, Patterns described on page 89. 
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Stay Glamorous 
Through the Years. 


Beauty and that air of smart- 
ness are utterly dependent 
upon the grace and slender- 
ness of your figure. Thousands 
of women to-day have made 
their figures over to contours 
of real and lasting beauty 
with GOSSARD’S famous 


Mis Simplicity 


Model 6686, photographed, has 
a builtup bra top for greater 
shoulder ease. The diagonal 
pull of the back straps slim 
you through the waist and ribs. 















THE CANADIAN H. W. GOSSARD 
COMPANY, LIMITED 


Canada 


San Francisce - 
Buenos Aires 







Toronto 2, 












Chicago - New York - 
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Hose Strike Their Own Note 


Stockings are more important. They're good in meshes, 
sporting lisles, with clocks and different toned toe and heel 
effects. Magic lies in the colors. Deepened sun-tans do away 
with bare-legged possibilities for midsummer. New tones 
include: 

Burnt nude — sport clothes, white, pastel. Shoes — chamois 
yellow, white, caramel browns. Burnt ochre (glowing suntan) - 
pastels, white, vivacious colors. New golds. Evening shoes. 
Brown or black. Burnt copper — dashing with new greys, 
greens, saffrons, lively tweeds, grey or black. Peasant linens. 
Misty (subtle beige) — cornflower, purple and American Beauty 
shades. Shoes — marine blue, oriental blue, oxblood. Toasty 
(rich beige) — with browns, greens, rusts, blues (except grey- 
blues), brown, yellow shoes. Snappy (spicy copper) — with 
chaudron, rust, greys, greens, browns, navy, light blues, black. 
For sports wear especially. Moondusk (taupe grey) — navy, 
greyish or soldier blues, ruby and red. Shoes — oxblood, black, 
grey. Marimba (dark beige) — navy and medium blues, greys, 


greens, reds, black, browns. Pago (light brown) — darker 
costumes in browns, yellowish greens, tweeds. Brown, green or 
black shoes. Biltmore blue (swagger navy) — white, natural or 


pastel blue tones. Navy and green. Luggage tan. Del Monte 
wine (vintage tone) — sports white peasant linen, luggage tan. 
Pinehurst green (bronze green) — sports clothes in yellow, gold, 
orangy tones. New chaudron and luggage tan, chamois yellow. 


Modern Charm is Thinly Veiled 


Funny how we women let little things like that slip our minds 
for a few years. The enchantment of a veil, for instance. Once 
upon a time no romantic novel existed which did not carry 
illustrations of the delicately if definitely molded Gibson girl, 
with her pretty features slightly blurred by the effect of a 
misty bit of net, Now we're right back in the days of glamorous 
glances and charmingly demure effects, behind the veil. 





This time veils are, as the studies above indicate, of any 
size, shape or style, and can be worn with hats of any variety. 
In the saucer and skull cap types, veils are a very definite part 
of the whole picture. A contetti-dotted or criss-crossed mesh 
ties in a pert bow. Below, the lovely flared nets are delicately 
veined and enhance the loveliness of the larger or formal hats. 


CHATELAINE, APRIL, 1936 


: TATTOO 
YOUR LIPS 


with a glamorous 
South Sea red that’s 
transparent, pasteless, 


and highly indelible 






Now... for lips... 
TATTOO instead of lip- 
stick! Vibrant, exciting 

South Sea color. . . luscious and ap- 
pealing instead of “just red!" Trans- 
parent and pasteless instead of opaque 
and pasty. Softening to lips instead 
of drying. TATTOO! Put it on,..let it 
set... wipe it off. Only the color stays. 
Tattoo your lips! Never be satisfied 
with less than the perfection of 
TATTOO, Test all five of Tattoo's 
thrilling shades on your skin at the 
| Tattoo Color Selector displayed in 


your favorite store. TATTOO, $1.10 


CORAL..EXOTIC..NATURAL.. PASTEL. .HAWAIIAN 





South Sea Color for Lips 
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Just Like a Man ! 


And now — to the gentlemen. It's a sweeping gesture and you'll see the masculine 
influence in everything. From top to toe, women are being turned out after the 
best tailoring traditions. 


You can start at the crown of a stiff derby or the just-so crease in a well-blocked 
fedora. Or make your analysis from the ground up, and you'll mect square-toed 
sturdy looking shoes, gloves, cane (if you'ré given to tramping), collar, scarf 
buttons, belts, hankies, cuff links, ties — all strictly masculine. 


The lady fair and her escort have become tailor mates, and her fabric lines are 
quite as meticuously defined as his. Straight little tailored suits, fitted as the 
traditional glove, and big, loose-fitting men's coats. 


But, having been measured and outfitted with care, you can choose your own form 
of feminine devastation. Only the extremely tailored type makes her accessories 
be walk the straight and narrow path. You put up a great show of being careful and 
f trim and very simply suited. You go laboriously about, stealing the very clothes off 
i the male backs. Then you turn, with a fine feminine infidelity, and deck yo 
person with the most absurd array of colorful this-and-that. 


The smart woman is saying with the poet: "Let me love bright things before the 
spring is over."’ So let a flying confusion of vivid scarves, perky flowers, crazy 

quilt hankies and color-mad gloves and bags descend upon your tailor-mades. Yo 

can take the rainbow in a single hurdle, throwing in the ultra-violets and infra-reds 
for good measure. 


And blend your contrasts. If you've got a three-ringed mind, you'll like the triple 
effects with your street clothes. That means your shoes and gloves startle your 
hat and dress, and your scarf and bag take off on another track entirely. Or 
jumble them all up and shake them out as you like. But if you're a run-of-the-mil! 
individual simply trying to fit decently into the fashion picture, perhaps you'd 
better come back with cautious stay-at-homes, and let your accessories trace out 
a single pattern. Don't let us deter you from taking a whack at blending your 
color schemes, though. It's a challenge, and Paris and New York wil! encouraae 


you. 
Smart Canadians — notice them in hote! lobbies, at the races. in theatres and 
concerts — are adapting their own costumes. La jeune fille, for instance, wants her 


suit-coat slightly shorter than do girls of other countries. The masculine influence 
wili not be quite so marked; there will be less severity, 
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"Grow young along with me, 
the best is yet to be...” 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


You who are so lovely, promise yourself to treat your face like a pearl of 
great price. Morning and night cleanse with Ardena Cleansing Cream 
and Skin Tonic which work together as one to keep your complexion 
clear and soft. And then, to keep the texture smooth and fine, pat on 
Velva Cream. Or, if you're inclined toward dryness, use Orange Skin 
Cream instead. 

Then, at least three times a week, lift your beauty to new heights with 
Velva Cream Mask. It will pick up the least suspicion of a droop at the 
corners of your mouth and whisk away puffs under your eyes and refine 
relaxed pores. Your face will be remodeled, aglow, and smoother than 
it has ever felt before. 

And finally, wear any color with gratifying success, Consult the 
Elizabeth Arden Color chart. This chart recommends the new, two- 
powder technique originated in Paris by Elizabeth Arden. The combin- 


ation of Illusion plus the glorious Cameo will give you Elizabeth Arden’s 


lovely new complexion. 


Ardena Cleansing Cream is so light and Orange Skin Cream should be used by 
fluffy that it liquefies instantly andcleanses every woman over thirty to combat dry- 
superbly. $1.10 to $6.00. ness and prevent lines. $1.10 to $8.00. 
Ardena Skin Tonic removes every trace of | Velva Cream Mask restores cleancut con- 
cream without drying the skin. It is re- tours, refines the pores and actually does 
freshing and stimulates clear, warm color. your face over into smoothly modeled 
95e. to $15. soft-textured beauty. $5.25. 

Ardena Welva Cream is an outstanding Elizabeth Arden’s new complexion. Mlusion 


emollient, soothing and sufficiently rich Powder, $1.90 and $3.00; Cameo, $3.00. 
for young skins. $1.10 to $6.00. Color Chart 50c. Send for color chart. 


‘beth Adon 


Toronto: Elizabeth Ardenof Canada, Ltd. 


London: Elizabeth Arden Ltd. Paris: Elizabeth Arden S.A. Berlin: Elizabeth Arden 


G.m.b.H. Rome: Elizabeth Arden S.A.!. New York: Elizabeth Arden, 691 Fifth Avenue 
© 1936 EA 
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the cares of the day give 

place to the easy informality of 
Cocktails and Chatter, the Yardley 
Lavender is the appropriate perfume. 
Its fresh, delicate beauty brings charm 
and grace to the occasion and makes 
its fragrant contribution to the enjoy- 
ment of the hour. 


Lavender in sprinkler bottles, stoppered 
bottles and pocket flasks, 40c to $12. 


There is a complete series of beauty 
preparations with the same delightful 
fragrance including — 


OLD ENGLISH LAVENDER SOAP (the 
luxury soap of the world). Its soft, 
mellow lather cleanses and refines the 
skin, 3 cakes for $1.00. 


ENGLISH COMPLEXION CREAM com- 
pletes the cleansing of the skin by 
bringing to the surface the impurities 
which accumulate in the pores. It 
leaves the skin softened, refined and 
beautified, and forms a perfect powder 
base, $1.10. 


LAVENDER FACE POWDER, a misty 
fine powder in tints to suit your com- 
plexion, $1.10. 


LIPSTICKS $1.10 BATH SALTS $1.10 


TALC 40c & 85c. 





LAVEN 








By Appointment 


Send for ‘Beauty Sec- 
rets from Bond Street’ 
a charming little book- 
let which gives com- 
plete directions for per- 
fecting the complexion 
and is sent post free on 
application to, Dept. C, 
Yardley & Co., 
(Canada) Ltd., Yardley 
House, Toronto. 


or 


DER 
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Studies in the Picturesque . . 


The lady says "Yes" to Gibson Girlishness. But with a new lift to it. Sleeves tell 
the story. Pleated, ruffled, puffed to a starch-stiff contour. 

She's relentless about a wasp waist. Effects a prim bow above demure buttons. 
Bangs and pompadours her hair and like as not chooses daisies for her stiff little 
sailor. Or works it out in her own lanquage. |s careful about sleeve-accent if 
she's too broad-shouldered. Doesn't wasp a waist that balks at narrowing. 

The lady also favors the Shakespearean shadow. Tri-cornered Juliet caps in soft 
velvets. Flowing draperies that flatter too-rich curves (long sheers for evening 
She's not immune to capes—reflecting the Margot influence. Full lively lines in 
brief wraps that emerge in high Elizabethan collars. (Cruel to the too-short, 
though). She finds the common touch refreshing. Peasant embroidery: Flemish 
hats (veil-conscious}), cotton crochet: tatting; knitting; lace. But she doesn't go 
plebian if she's too close to the real thing. 

She studies her type, and is individual. But she stays in bounds. 


The lady says Yes’ to the happiest of the new picturesque influences. 


The Chinese Influence . . 


London felt so pro-Orienta! about the Chinese exhibition. Fashionable Mayfair 
emerged from tweeds and went into tunics overnight. Canada follows after, 


Colors are warm, vibrant, sweeping: ancient symbols of the yellow man pepper 
the new prints. Hats broaden to coolie saucepans, or shrink to skull size. Man 
darin coats, Chinese trousers, pep!ums, sandals, stiff little stand-up collars, heavy 
embroidery and intricate detail in fastenings are tricks of the far east. Jades 
startle the jewellery collections. 


It's enchanting—if you can take it. But remember that you can't just cross your 
fingers and look Orienta!. You've got to have a little leaning toward the Occult 
or something. They're so dashed clever... these Chinese. 
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Masculine in its smart severity is the woman's dinner suit, complemented by 

i white suede eight-button-length gloves, fastened with a single pearl, and effec- 
tive for evening. Top hat and conventional white kid evening gloves, with single 
pearl clasp, indicate the proximity of the man in this after-dinner picture. 
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NOR DO WE, for that matter! But we 
know thousands of women just like her. And 
so do you. For she typifies the frank charm 
and “aliveness” of the modern Canadian 
woman —a quality of self-assurance which is the 
natural result of intelligent living. Her knowledge 
of antiseptic feminine hygiene has given her con- 
fidence in the safety and dependability of “Lysol” 
Disinfectant. ‘“‘Lysol” has earned the confidence of 
thousands of Canadian women who use it regularly. 


LYSOL HAS THESE SIX SPECIAL FEATURES 


Safety... "'Lysol” is gentle and spread into hidden folds of the skin, 
1 re able It Soadies no harmful and thus virtually search out germs. 
free caustic alkali. 4 Economy . .. “Lysol” because it is 
9 Effectiveness... “Lysol” is @ concentrated, costs less than one 
true germicide which means that cent an application in the proper solu- 


1} -GLOVE 
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Golf gloves for men and women are "twins" again, as shown in the perforated 
types. They're white, washable goatskin, sturdy and well cut. 
Just as these gloves adapt themselves so readily to the golf course, there are 
modes for every occasion—and this year they're all distinctive. Fabrics in 
every shade, meshes, suede finishes and crochets in high colors. There are 
all sorts of meshes, laces and taffetas in faint pastels for evening. 
All Glove Photographs by Courtesy The Robert Simpson Co. 


it Kills germs under practical con- tion for antiseptic feminine bygiene. 





EVERY HAND IMMACULATE 


Golf 
Gloves 


ditions—even in the presence of organic 
matter (such as dirt, mucus, serum, 
pus, etc.) Some other preparations are 
not effective when they meet with 
these conditions. 


3 Penetration. . . “Lysol’’ solutions, 
because of their low surface tension, 


@ Be sure you get 
the genuine" Lysol” 
in the brown bottle 
with the orange 
carton and label. 





Odor... The cleanly odor 
3 “Lysol” disappears pe 
ifter use. 


a, 
6 Stability. .."Lysol’’ keeps its full 

strength, no matter bow long it 
is kept, no matter how often it is 
uncorked. 


Disinfectant 


TRADE MARK ‘‘LYSOL”"* 
REGISTERED IN CANADA 





; LYSOL (Canada) Limited os A 
liness with the linens. Washing gloves is just on direct Make suds. Too strona suds will } 2 Davies Avenue, Toronto, 8, Canada. i 
one of those things—a gift that can be draw the color out. For all de-qrained alicve ' Please send me the “Lysol Health Library”, which contains vital ' 
acquired, with a little care. For instance, (suedes, pigskins, etc.), also soften the : facts about Feminine Hygiene and many other uses of “Lysol.” i 
all washable ‘shines’ are tanned by a special rinse water with a little suds. Fabr an be i I 
process, and may be washed in lukewarm _ rinsed in clean water. Dry the gloves with a 9 COND sient csseronsinsohteigeinoaninaiagoioseansagiei vipat deel dailiatataaieiaalainaaaiiimameia ' 
water, on the hands, in good suds. Use two _ turkish towel while still on the hands, so that ; i 
waters of the same temperature, rinse in the heaviest moisture will be absorbed. Pull! j SECC .ocorn ee 
slightly soapy water of the same tempera gioves off, blowing into them, and dry on a ' 3 { 
ture, twice, also on the hands. Use a pure glove wire, which is inexpensive. Before quite DD rnrrrscrsonrnsnre Prov. - i 


white soap or flakes, and don't rub the soap 


dry soften by rubbing. 
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This afternoon frock, ideal for 
spring and summer, is one of 
four McCall desians in the 
Singer “All-Star Wardrobe.” 
Made of heavy crepe, as illus- 
trated, it cost $4.50, Approxi- 
mate value ready-made $12.95. 






For 


Motoring 





Natural deerskin, handstitched, fashions the gloves approved by the well- 
dressed man for daytime wear, business, spectator sports, driving in town. 
Helpfully honking the horn, the woman puts up a hand gloved in hand-sewn 
English chamois. There's a pleasant intimacy about the combination. 





\"\ ‘omen § Styles are 


lane Mh the Lavely Lathes 
HAND-1 


The SINGER all-star 
WARDRO i E PLAN = Feminine hands in string pull-ons, honeycomb patterned, grip riding crop and i 


ERE’S the way to have a closet- bridle held by the man's hands gloved in washable cotton. Exact duplicates, 


ful of smart. new summer clothes these new gloves are popular for many forms of active sport, 

d : . d a Back-button effects, trim strap fasteners, brief cuffs and other novel details of 
—an — time an money planning masculine origin are cleverly introduced in many of the season's sport gloves. 
and making them. Seven leading New styles are comfortable, pleasantly casual, their length determined by their 
fashion authorities have each created fabrics and by the degree of formality which will mark their appearance. 
a wardrobe. Singer has put them all 
in one handsome “All-Star” Ward- 
robe Book—the pick of summer 
fashions for you to choose from. This 
book tells what patterns and types of 
materials to get at your local store, 
gives costs, tells just what to do. It 104 a day buys a 
also includes children’s clothes and 

SINGER ELECTRIC 


home furnishings. A complete prac- 


tical guide to help you with all of Through the Singer budget plan, 
your summer sewing. 








you can buy a Modern Singer for 
Srncer SEwinc MaAcHINE ComPany  aslittle as 10c a day. Even the fin- 
(See telephone directory for nearest Shop address) -.+ Electric can be yours for only 
a slightly more. And to help you in 
making your new clothes, a com- 
plete course of personal instruction 
in modern sewing will be included 


at no extra cost. 





ed 








seg a7 aie 4 This monthly button, shown at 
satay: : right, identifies Bonded Singer | COLOR ON EVE 
at any >inger P _- Representatives. (Please re- — 
ty) a a  - port if ever misused.) Borderis %& RY HAND AND e 
red for March, yellowfor April. ere | 
a) | Of many colors. Colors there are aplenty! me-not blue, arbutus pink and greenbud 
| Some of the most entrancing ones are Royal Gram'ma (she of dimities and laces), says 
Blue, Sulphur, Chaudron, Jockey Green, that a Lady wears white only once. All the 
s Tangerine, Gypsy Violet, Deauville Red, new gloves conform graciously to this edict. 
é y OWL a Silvertone, Cordon Rouge, Apricot Beige, Whether they're white or paste! or natura 
Luggage Tan, Navy, White and Black. or the dozen and one colors flashing across 
| Gloves that follow the shoe shades are the spring picture, they're washable. But 
: M morine blue, maronna, oriental oxblood, don't let it be imagined that they can be 
THE ONLY SEWING MACHINE ADE IN CANADA, | chamois yellow and ginger brown, Specially dropped casually into the washing machine 
OF CANADIAN MATERIALS, BY CANADIAN WORKMEN| for evening are the bouquet colors—forget- and merrily whipped to a frenzy of clean- 
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Ih le Sra acy 


a Gg Vfout Yome C 
th stl 


Have you ever wished that you could 
discuss your individual figure problem with a 
skilled stylist—one who would bring to you 
the grace and beauty of figure charm that is 
rightfully yours? You can do so right in 
your own home without the slightest incon- 
venience or obligation. Your neighborhood 
NuBone corsetiere brings to your door the 
knowledge and skill gained by her Company 
in more than a quarter-century of corsetry 
service to well-groomed women. She asks 
the opportunity to help you, as she has helped 
many others in your community, to achieve 
the marvelous style, ease and freedom made 
possible only by expert NuBone service and 
the exclusive NuBone woven wire stay. In- 
vite her in next time she calls. 


An excellent opportunity is offered capable 
and ambitious women. Write for details. 


The NuBONE CORSET COMPANY 
of CANADA, LTD. 
St. Catharines, Ontario, Canada 


J 


We aciliges 


EYE BEAUTY AIDS 





FACTS | 


| Perhaps she had been acting. 


| didn’t look 


my darling. 
“N-nothing, 


What did she have to say?” 
That is, not much. 
she hasn’t been very well, her 


| father says.” 


| 


| will and a smart lawyer could prove it 


“Performance cancelled 
star’s illness,’ ’’ she said, and shook her 
fluted yellow head over him. ‘Very clever 
of her.”’ 

“Oh, no. She—” 

“Well, and what next? Do you have to 
see them again when the star re- 
covers? And if so, when?” 

“‘They’re sailing for France tomorrow.” 

“So! Now you'll never see the money or 
your precious chateau. I told you you 
ought to turn the whole thing over to a 
good lawyer. Those two knew the old wo 


because of | 


She | 


your aunt meant to leave everything to 
| you and filled her full of a lot of lies. She 
| was probably nutty when she made that | 


” 


Then she realized she had gone too far. 
His smile had vanished and his eyes were 
hard. She stretched out both hands and 
laid them over his and pleaded, fearful and 
contrite: “Darling, don’t be cross with 
Sari. She won’t say another word. Only 
she loves you so and hates to see you 
cheated out of your rights.” 

“Okay,” Leigh said. 
about it any more.” 


“Let’s not talk 


But no man likes to think of himself as a | 
gullible fool and no man enjoys being pitied | 


by the woman he adores. Leigh began to 
wonder just what he had gained from that 
interview. Nothing definite, certainly. He 
should have pinned the old boy down, Or 
Manon. Come to think of it, she hadn’t 
looked ill—thinner, yes. And different. 
Very different indeed from the girl he had 
toted around town six months ago was 


that lovely face in its silky fur frame, | 


She was 


| accustomed to performing in public. It 


was difficult to believe this; still, it might 
be as well to consult his lawyer in the 
morning. 


MANON OPENED the letter with the | 


Paris postmark and said, “It’s from Aunt 


| Amelia!” in a startled voice. 


It was from Amelia, dictated to her 


| lawyer two days before her death and 
| mailed, evidently, that same night. 





“‘Dear Manon, 

I have just signed what my lawyer 
elegantly calls my last will and testa- 
ment. In it I have bequeathed every- 
thing I possess to you. 

“You will not find my nephew listed 
among my possessions, but he is there. 
For twenty years he had been my dear- 
est possession and gravest responsibi- 
lity. Now I must leave him just when 
he needs me most and so I am turning 
him over to you, for I know you will 
save him if you can. 

You probably know by this time 
that he is planning to marry a woman 
named Sari Bardell as soon as her 
divorce decree becomes final. I intend 
no disrespect to the lady when I say 
that I know she will not make him 
happy. I have made it my business to 
investigate the affair and I am con- 
vinced that nothing but wretchedness 
could come of such a marriage. Leigh 
does not see this now, but a great 
many men are like backward little 
boys. You have to use a club to drive 
perfectly obvious facts into their silly 
heads. Well, I am leaving you a very 
effective club, and if you use it pro- 
perly I think you may be able to save 
him. 

In spite of his failings he is well 
worth saving, my dear. I’ve known 
him since he was three feet high and 
I know that. If I am mistaken, if you 
cannot prevent his doing something 
that may wreck his whole life, then I 
shall feel that he has forfeited any 
claim he may feel he had on me or my 
property. In that case I shall know 
at least that this old place, so full of 
memories of the good little boy I 
loved, will not be desecrated by aliens 

{Continued on page 90} 








GOSH, IM ALL IN AND 
A tM eA LL 
WITH BILL, BUT — 


Betty’s beauty bath 
leaves her skin 
fragrant, appealing 


O charm so priceless as the 
charm of daintiness! Men 
find it hard to resist the girl who’s 
sweet from top to toe! Wise girls 
know this and protect their charm. 


Protect daintiness this 
quick, pleasant way 


A Lux Toilet Soap beauty bath 
relaxes and refreshes you, but it 
does something much more im- 
portant, too. It leaves you abso- 


9 OUT OF 10 English and 


Hollywood stars use Lux¢ % 


Toilet Soap to keep their com- 
plexions always exquisite. 
its ACTIVE lather protects 
the skin, guards it gently. 


BE NEAR You _ 
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$O SWEET... 


NOW / FEEL WONDER- 
FULLY REFRESHED... 
SURE OF BEING DAINTY / 





lutely dainty. The ACTIVE lather 
of this luxurious white soap sinks 
deep down into the pores, carries 
away stale perspiration, every trace 
of dust and dirt. Leaves your skin 
fresh, smooth, delicately fragrant. 
No need now to worry about dainti- 
ness! You feel wonderfully “‘pepped 
up.” And you look it! 

Lux Toilet Soap is so white—its 
lather is so rich—its fragrance so 
expensive. It makes bathing a 
delight to any feminine heart. 
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Glorify 

your Hands 
with 
Hollywood’s 








Created in Hollywood— 
Po pularized by the 
Stars of Hollywood— 


The popularity of Moon Glow 
Nail Polish is now sweeping the 
Dominion! 

Would you like your hands dainty, 
youthful and attractive as never before? 


Try any one of the eight smart new 
shades of Moon Glow Nail Polish. 


You will take real pride in the glowing, 
starry lustre of your fingertips. You will 
appreciate how easily Moon Glow Nail 
Polish goes on—without streaking. Moon 
Glow is a superior blend of polish—it 
will not chip, peel, crack or fade — its 
lustrous color lasts 
days longer. 

And this better pol- 
ish actually costs 
you less—you get a 
giant size bottle for 
your money—a bot- 
tle that just lasts 
and lasts and never 
seems to use up. 
Try Moon Glow 
Nail Polish, either 
the cream or clear 
style. You have a 
real treat in store 
for yourself. Good 
drug and depart- 
ment stores every- 
where in the Do- 
minion feature 
Moon Glow. 





Applies smoothly 
—sets lustrously. 





Will not chip, 
crack or peel, 


Moon GLOow 


NAIL POLISH 


MOON GLOW COSMETIC CO. 
of Canada, Ltd. 


36 Caledonia Road - Toronto, Ont. 














Approach to Love 


(Continued from page |7) 


went bleak and his chin quivered. ‘Yes. 
I—-I loved her, too. And she loved me 
more than anyone. I know that 

until six months ago; then something 
changed her 

“Not I!” Manon said. ‘‘Not I!” 

“She knew what the chateau meant to 
me—not only a house. Everything that 
was best and happiest in my life. Every 
stone, every tree, every rose in the gar- 
den 

His voice broke. Manon leaned back in 
her chair suddenly, her eyes closed. The 
rouge on her cheeks and lips showed 
against her pallor like spilled wine on 
damask. Sandor stood up abruptly. “I 
must ask you to excuse us, Mr.—er 
Leigh. Manon hasn’t been quite well, of 
late, and all this has been a great strain. 
Besides, there’s very little profit in discus- 
sing this until we know more of the details 
of your aunt’s will. We are sailing for 
Paris tomorrow, and you may depend 
upon us to do whatever is fair so long as 
it is—er—commensurate with your aunt’s 
wishes.” 

Leigh left at once, shaking hands once 
more with Sandor and the concert mana- 
ger. His last look was for Manon. But she 
did not open her eyes. 

Mr. Stokes said at once, when the door 
had closed on their caller: “‘Now I’m not 
at all sure that was a wise thing for you to 
say. Of course, you didn’t actually com- 
mit yourself. . .” 

But Sandor was bending over Manon. 
“My darling, are you all right?” 

“No, no! I’m not all right. I’ll never be 
all right again. Oh, father, why did she 
have to die? Why did she have to do this? 
I don’t want her money. I don’t want any 
of it. It’s his—all of it. And the chateau. 
You know she meant that to be his. You 
know how she loved him.” 

Yes, Sandor knew. Manon was sobbing 
so wildly that he sat down with her on his 
knees. ‘Don’t do that, Manon. Be my 
brave girl. Try not to think of it—of any- 
thing. We'll see what can be done about 
the chateau.”” Suddenly, he shook her. 
“Manon, stop it! To act this way over a 
man—a man who doesn’t care two pins 
for you! Where’s your pride?” 

She moved her head back and forth 
against his shoulder. She moaned, “I— 
haven’t any p-pride.”’ 


LEIGH HASTIE gave his hat and coat to 
the check-room girl at the Club Royale, 
who said, ‘““Well, good evening, stranger,” 
because she had been giving him a check 
for his hat and coat every night these two 
months and more. Leigh grinned, gave 
her blonde head a pat and went in. Half 
a dozen voices hailed him from the high 
stools around the bar, but he only waved, 
said “Hi!” and went on back to the dining 
room. 

The dance floor was empty except for 
Sari. She was singing into a small micro- 
phone attached to a long black snake of 
wire. This enabled her to carry it about, 
circulate among the tables near the orches- 
tra. One of those tables was perpetually 
reserved for Mr. Hastie who went to it 
now and sat down, waiting for her to see 
him. 

The Club Royale filled an important and 
exclusive niche in the night life of New 
York. Its clientéle was of the best, its food 
admirable, its orchestra excellent. To 
Leigh, however, it meant neither food, 
friends nor music. It meant Sari. its 
celebrated chafing dishes, its vintage wines, 
the talk and laughter strung on the thin 
stream of dance music, constituted no more 
than a frame for his lovely Sari. His Sari 
whose fragile, fair exotic beauty was to 
him comparable only to the white orchids 


with which he kept her so bountifully 
supplied. 

She wore three of them now, pinned to 
the narrow shoulder strap that anchored 
the silver sheath of her gown to her shoul- 
ders. With that celebrated voice of hers, 
wistful, husky and ineffably moving, she 
was singing by request-—-she was always 
singing by request of some favored patron: 


“You never looked at me _ until 
I looked at you, 

My beauty did not see nor that my 
eyes were blue 


Her eyes slid sidewise, searching, found 
Leigh and she drifted over to him. She 
sang to him: 


“You never touched my hand, my 
lips you never pressed 

Until my love for you I foolishly 
confessed—”’ 


Leigh caught her hand and kissed it, 
diners at the other tables smiled and Sari 
moved off. But when the song was fin- 
ished, she handed the microphone to the 
orchestra leader and went back to Leigh’s 
table. 

“Hello, darling!’ 

“Hello, my beautiful! Something to eat 
—drink?”’ 

“Not until after my next number.”” The 
orchestra was playing more loudly now. 
the dance floor filling. ‘Well, I’m dying of 
curiosity. Did you see the heiress?” 

He nodded, his eyes on the little hand 
lying on the cloth. As white as the cloth. 
Whiter. As white as alabaster, the nails 
like rubies, matching the great fiery stone 
of the single ring she wore. His ring. “Yes, 
I saw her.” 

“So what? Is she going to see reason?” 

“T think so. I think I’ll get the chateau 
all right.” 

“The chateau! 
money?” 

“If I get the chateau I'll be satisfied.” 

She laughed softly, teasingly, deep in her 
throat. “You are an old softie. The 
money’s yours.” Her laughter was not 
honest, but she made it sound so because 
she knew her man. Sari always knew her 
men. Meat axe tactics would never go 
with Leigh Hastie. With Leigh you had to 
use your most delicate instruments. ‘ You 
know it should be yours by right.” 

He said, “Perhaps. But after all, I have 
enough. The chateau is what I’m after. 
I think I'll get it, too. They’re a decent 
sort—both the old boy and Manon. I hon- 
estly don’t believe they had a thing in the 
world to do with it, Sari. I think my 
devoted old relative simply had a brain- 
storm.” 

She laughed and touched his hand. 
“For a man of the world, you're as credu- 
lous as a baby,” she said. “But that’s one 
of the reasons why I love you—”’ 

“Sweetheart !”’ 

“Still I don’t see why you should let a 
couple of perfect strangers, walk off with 
your money, precious.” 

“They weren’t strangers. They were 
very old friends. Poor as church mice, too. 
They need whatever they get.” 

‘Well, they got it, all right. The minute 
you turned your back, they just muscled 
in.” 

“T don’t think so, darling.” 

This time her laugh was indulgent, 
humoring him. He flushed and she said, 
“Oh, well, how were they anyway? I mean 
when you saw them? I suppose they’re as 
high hat as beggars on horseback now.” 

“No,” he said. “I didn’t notice any 
change—”’ he broke off and laughed. “‘At 
least, Sandor seemed the same.” 

“But the girl? I bet she was all decor- 
ated up like a fancy Easter egg.” 

“Yes, it may have been her clothes, 
although six months ago—’’ he stopped. 

“Well? What about six months ago?” 

He hesitated and her blue eyes narrowed, 
but she kept her smile in order. ‘I was 
going to say that six months ago she 
didn’t know much about clothes.” 

“It takes money to know about clothes, 


But what about the 
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Mercolized Wax 


>S YOUR SKIN 
OUNG 


@ This single cream contains every- 
thing your skin needs to keep it 
velvety-smooth, fine-textured and 
young. It actually absorbs half-dead, 
sluggish outer skie. Surface blem- 
ishes disappear when used regularly. 

Mercolized Wax gives your skin all 
the loveliness and beauty it is possible 
for your skin to possess. Its combined 
cleansing, clearing, softening, beauti- 
fying action takes the place of numer- 
ous Dennty aids. Simply pat it on at 
night like cold cream. It beautifies 
while you sleep. 

Mercolized Wax brings out the 
hidden beauty of your skin. 

* + o 


Try Phelactine 


HE ‘‘different’’ hair remover. 

Takes off unwanted hair quickly 

and gently. Leaves the skin smooth, 

soft and hair-free. Simple to use. 
7 a a 


Use Saxolite Astringent 


REFRESHING, stimulating skin 
tonic. Dissolve it in witch hazel. 
Smooths out wrinkles and age lines. Re- 
fines large pores. Eliminates oiliness. 
At all drug and department stores. 


LADIES= What 
Does Your Mirror 
a Show? 


Good health is 
your best cos- 
metic and a pure 
blood stream is 
the nearest ap- 
roach to the 
ountain of 
youth! 


Is Your Skin 
Sallow; Pimply, Blotched 


You can’t cover it up— you must 
remove the underlying cause—body 
poisons not completely eliminated— 
sluggish liver and Span blood. 
You need Beecham’s Pills, 


Good Health Can Be Yours 
by the help of Beecham’s Pills. This 
purely vegetable remedy ensures that 
internal cleanliness and harmony which 
is the true secret of youthfulness and 
vitality, sound digestion, steady nerves. : 


42 
LESS THAN 
A DENNY Regular and Family Size 


A DOSE 









THE GREAT REGULATOR 
A AN RE I A RE ROMO RN 








| 
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LITTLE MISS MUFFET 


SITS ON A TUFFET... 

AND SAYS “I WANT NO WHEY!“ 
i'VE GOT MY TUMS 

IF SOUR STOMACH COMES... 
LL EAT MY FILL, TODAY!“ 


“YOU NEVER KNOW WHEN” 
SO...CARRY...TUMS 


EOPLE everywhere are surprising their 
of ie a by eating foods they have long avoid- 
ed by careying a roll of Tums right in their 
pocket. Millions have learned this quick, ote 
way to eliminate heartburn, sour stomach, 
acid indigestion in this pleasant way. TU 
represent a real scientific advancement. They 
contain no harsh alkalies. Instead a remarkable 
antacid that never does more than neutralize 
stomach acid. No Arolet of over-alkalizing the 
stomach or blood. A roll of TUMS in your pocket 
will save many a day for you. They’ re 80 eco- 
nomical—only 10c a roll—ask any druggist. 


TU S FOR THE TUMMY 
REINS Sh ve 














TUMS ARE 
ANTACID .. 
OTA LAXATIVE 


FREE Beautiful five-color 1936 Calendar-Thermome- 
Ster Also samples of Tums and NR. Send stamp 
for postage and packing to The Lewis Medicine Co., 67 
Crawford Avenue, Dept. 201D-53, Windsor, Ontario. 


HANDY TO CARRY 









GRAY HAIR 


@ Quickly and safely you can tint those streaks of 

to lustrous shades of blonde, brown or black. 
BROWNATONE and a small brush does it. Used and 
approved for over twenty-four years. Guaranteed 
harmless. Active coloring agent is oaay vegetable. 
Cannot affect waving of hair. Economical and lasting 
—will not wash out. Simply retouch as new gray ap- 
pears. smoerte rich, beautiful color with amazing 
speed. p, trove by tinting a lock of your own 
hair. BROWNA ‘ONE is only 50c—at all drug and 
toilet counters—always on a money- guarantee. 





E Wancnenled cold in chest or throat 
should never be neglected. It generally 
eases up quickly when soothing, warm- 
ing Musterole is applied. 

Better than a mustard plaster, 
Musterole gets action because it's NOT 
just a salve. It’s a ‘‘counter-irritant”’ 
—stimulating, penetrating, and helpfulin 
drawing out local congestion and pain. 

Used by millions for 25 years. Recom- 
mended by many doctors and nurses. All 
druggists. Musterole made in Canada by 
Musterole Company Ltd., Montreal. 





Hats Are So Amusing 


(Continued from page 33 


} 





colors flying—slightly askew, of course. 


And the Spanish influence breaks out in | 


the gaucho. Shades of the pirates of 


Penzance and metropolitan tenors against | 


toreador back-drops. It’s definitely de- 
lightful and refreshingly unofficial. Side- 
wise, tambourine-like, with a chin strap. 
Could you imagine anything quainter 


than the tip-tilted crown of a Chinese | | 
So smart for the tea hour. | | 


coolie beret? 


Yet you can almost hear the shuffle of the | 


yellow rickshaw man. 
cal—and enchanting. 


Was there ever anything like the new | | 


Gibson girl model? Small and fascinating 
and so very pleased with its decorative 
posy. Then there are the flower-trimmed 
pancakes-that’s the real name—and all 
sorts of straw adaptations of the fedora 
and the pill-box and beret. With stand-up 
sprays and stiff and shiny bunches of 
blossoms, repeated, as likely as not, in a 
buttonhole bouquet. Hats that are very 
definite about being sporting are somewhat 
nonplussed by finding themselves dinted 
and twisted and crushed and elongated 
and ovalled to give them the new expres- 
sion. The Flemish hat does a few silly 
symphonies of its own. Its stiff, scalloped 
bonnet effect is quaint; amusingly so. 

The list goes on and on. Name a sen- 
sible hat and it’s yours. They just don’t 
exist. Even the new velvet tam sponsored 
by Talbot is cut in four sections, mounted 
on a flat band in front, and so full at the 
back it drops over the neck down to the 
shoulder line. We ask you! 

Narrow Tyrolians are flat at the top 
crown, with tiny brims, trimmed with 
quills or feather strands. 

As a final touch, snoods are here in 
shoals. Veils are another story, but they’re 
quite, quite ridiculous. And try to resist 
them! 

Colors? Madder than anything you 
could imagine. Hats are breathlessly keep- 


ing up with the general flash of brilliant | 


hues on every side. You can wear any 
shade, provided it’s bright enough, and be 
smart. 

It’s all right to lie low in navy, black, 
brown or grey, but don’t think you'll find 
security in the old color line-up. 


If you can dig out a really ordinary hat | 


this season, you're amazing. You're a 


genius. But you're in grave danger of being | 


a very dowdy genius. 


FOOLISHNESS 
by Harry ( 


Today the wind tugs at the leash 
Less like a flying greyhound 

Than a little, rough terrier dog, 
Winding suddenly around our legs, 
Begging to get loose and play. 


. Elliott 


Then he breaks free and romps 
Over the bleak park yapping 

Tousling leaves and worrying papers, 
Chasing the squirrels that dart, 
Whisk, Frisk and Bushy-tail 

In the mad weather 

Up trunk and out branch 

One after another. 


Let's go home and sit by the fire 

Like children playing hide-and-seek 
with a puppy, 

Talk and roast potatoes. 

But for all our hiding, soon, 

Hark | 

Little dog wind has found us, 

Snuffing at the keyhole, 

Panting down the chimney, 

Laughing. 


It’s quite nonsensi- | 

















Find Out 


From Your Doctor 
If The“Pain” Remedy 
You Take Is SAFE 


Don’t Entrust Your Own or Your Family’s 


Well-Being to Unknown Preparations. 


EFORE you take any preparation you 
B don’t know all about, for the relief of 
headaches; or the pains of rheumatism, neuritis 
or neuralgia, ask your doctor what he thinks 
about it—in comparison with “Aspirin.” 

We say this because, before the discovery of 
“Aspirin,” most so-called “‘pain’”’ remedies were 
advised against by physicians as being bad for 
the stomach; or, often, for the heart. And the 
discovery of “‘Aspirin’’ largely changed medical 
practice. 

Countless thousands of people who have taken 
‘‘Aspirin”’ year in and out without ill effect, have 
proved that the medical findings about its safety 
were correct. 

Remember this: “‘Aspirin”’ is rated among the 
fastest methods yet discovered for the relief 
of headaches and all common pains... and safe 
for the average person to take regularly. 


@ “Aspirin” Tablets are made in Canada. 
“Aspirin” is the registered trade-mark of the 
Bayer Company, Limited. Look for the name 
Bayer in the form of a cross on every tablet. 


Demand and Get... 


>> “ASPIRIN” 
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THE ONE — Flaxen-haired. Serene 
@ray-blue eyes. A cool ivory skin. 
THE OTHER—Soft brown hair. Eyes 
the same color, alight with muschief. 
Skin creamy, almost olive 


HE two girls are utterly different. 

Who would think they could use the 
same shade of powder? 

But the blonde’s cool coloring would 
fade with too light a powder shade. Her 


Which type are you? Let your skin de- 
cide—not your hair. See whether your 
skin needs brightening, clearing, or warm- 
ing up. Then choose the Pond’s shade 
that does that very thing!—one of the 
five offered below. 

With an optical machine, Pond’s dis- 
covered amazing tints hidden in skin it- 
self. Among them, the bright blue that 
makes fair skin dazzling! The brilliant 
green that makes creamy skin glow! 

Now, these beauty-giving tints are 
blended invisibly into Pond’s new Pow- 
der shades. They bring “life” to any skin! 


BRUNETTE clears, brightens creamy skin 
ROSE BRUNETTE warms dull, faded skin 
ROSE CREAM gives fair skin radiance 
natura brings a blonde transparency 
LIGHT CREAM gives a cool, velvety finish 


Fine textured, Pond’s Powder spreads 
softly, easily. Never cakes or clogs. Lovely 
glass jars show shade clearly, keep the 
perfume. Prices reduced, 60¢ size now 
50¢. Boxes, 15¢ and 30¢. 





FREE 5 Lively New Shades 


(This offer expires June 1, 1936) 
POND’S Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd. 
Dept. D, 167 Brock Ave., Toronto, Ont. 


Please rush, free, 5 different shades of Pond’s 
new Powder, enough of each for a thorough 
Sawtne 
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Mel Tebte reserved by Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd. 
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Canada’s 





Weidler and David Holt, are all smart 
American youngsters; but a wee Empire 
product, Sybil Jason, who hails from Cape 
Town, South Africa, may perhaps wrest 
the crown of premiére child star from La 
Temple rather than any of the other 
competitors. 

To veer away a bit from the youngsters, 
the most interesting group is possibly that 
of teen-age boys and girls and those in 
their very early twenties. As for those 
sceptics and pessimists who waste thought 
and ink on such questions as “‘Whence are 
to come the screen stars of tomorrow, if we 
drain the none too fecund stage of today?” 
let me assure them that there is consolation 
in the thought that talent is apt to crop up 
anywhere, any time. It may rise, phoenix- 
like, at an unexpected moment from the 
ashes of a one-time brilliant stage, from 
amateur drama groups, from radio, or, like 
Topsy, it may just grow up right under 
one’s feet. 

At present writing, there seems to be no 
dearth whatever of stage or screen artists. 
Their glory is somewhat dimmed and 
opportunities are fewer, but the London 
and New York theatre, the opera—the 
centres of music and culture in Europe and 
America, are still rich sources of talent. 
Occasionally, a cinema star reaches the top 
with little or no previous stage experience. 

Such a person is the charming Merle 
Oberon—-an English girl born on the island 
of Tasmania, daughter of an English army 
officer and an English mother, whose par- 
ents were of French and Dutch descent. 
Merle first attracted movie goers’ attention 
by her performance in “Henry VIII;’ she 
is a find of Alexander Korda’s. Her screen 
life has been a series of successes—‘The 
Scarlet Pimpernel,”” made in England; 
then she had the leading réle opposite 
Maurice Chevalier in “Folies Bergére,” 
and her present triumph, “The Dark 
Angel,” also made in Hollywood. Without 
previous stage training, Miss Oberon 
reached stellar heights by her beauty, her 
charm, her simplicity and naturalness, 
and genuine acting ability. 

The next picture in which her admirers 
will see Miss Oberon is the Sam Goldwyn 
version of “The Children’s Hour.”” The 
producer paid a huge sum for the rights 
to Lilian Hellman’s sensational stage suc- 
cess, and the playwright has written the 
script herself. 


WITHOUT ANY notably spectacular 
cinema success to his credit, Donald Woods 
is a youthful Canadian who has travelled 
far since his first movie part in “As the 
Earth Turns.’’ He was born in Brandon, 
Manitoba, . .agx1_ worked in various stock 
companies in Denver and throughout the 
west before reaching Broadway. Now, he 
is known as a sincere performer who scores 
neatly in murder mysteries, straight drama 
and an occasional comedy rdle. His big- 
gest opportunity to date is the Charles 
Darnay réle in “A Tale of Two Cities,”’ in 
which the likeness to Sidney Carton as 
played by Ronald Colman is stressed as 
much by certain dissimilarities as by 
actual sameness of features. As young 
Dr. Martel in “The Story of Louis Pas- 
teur,” who becomes the great scientist’s 
son-in-law, marrying pretty Anita Louise, 
Woods acquits himself with admirable 
sincerity. 

Frances Drake, who went to school in 
Toronto and recently stopped for a few 


days at a hotel there renewing old friend 
ships, is rapidly winning fame as the 
screen's best ‘‘screamer’’. she bids fair to 
wrest that title from another beautiful 
Canadian, Fay Wray, wife of John Monk 
Saunders. Miss Wray thought she had 
run the gamut of yells, squeals, shrieks, 
screams and howls in murder mysteries 
and horror chillers and thrillers. But in 
“The Invisible Ray’’ Miss Drake breaks 
all previous records. 

For sheer emotional acting by a very 
young girl, Rochelle Hudson runs away 
with honors for her performance in that 
sentimental melodrama, “Way Down 
East.”” She displays ability never dreamed 
of while cast as amiable, sweet and girlish 
milk-and-water heroines. 

Just a little over a year ago, Anita 
Louise had to go into court with her par- 
ents or guardians to sign her contract 
because she was still a minor; she first 
attracted attention because of her cameo- 
like, Dresden beauty. She did a nice bit 
of acting in ‘““The Firebird,” then followed 
the important “Titania” rdle in ““A Mid- 
summer Night’s Dream,” and a fat part in 

“Personal Maid’s Secret.” Her work 
attracted encomiums from some of London 
and New York’s most difficult critics; 
movie fans acclaimed her, and perhaps her 
greatest triumph is Annette, the beautiful 
daughter of France’s famous scientist, in 
“The Story of Louis Pasteur.” 

Olivia de Havilland had no experience 
whatever when Max Reinhardt let her 
play Hermia in his Hollywood bowl per- 
formance of “A Midsummer Night's 
Dream.”” She had been in a few amateur 
theatricals but caused no flutter. Gloria 
Stuart had to return to her studio when 
production was delayed on the Bow! per- 
formance, so with the backing of Herr Rein- 
hardt, Olivia went on as Hermia and was 
given the same rdle in the screen version. 

This vivid, clever beauty swept through 
the gorgeous fantasy of Shakespeare's 
romantic comedy amid a storm of approval 
and criticism, but she achieved the atten- 
tion that is dearer to an actress than the 
apple of her eye. Two minor rdéles in ordin- 
ary pictures prepared de Havilland for 
other choice plums that fell into her lap 
when the movie moguls cast her as Ara- 
bella in “Captain Blood,’”’ and as Angela 
in “Anthony Adverse” opposite Fredric 
March. 

Another newcomer basking in the lime- 
light of popular favor at the moment is 
Errol Flynn, who, like Brian Ahern, is 
Irish. He is married to dynamic Lili Dam- 
ita, who was known as the friend of princes 
and the world’s fiancée. In his very first 
American picture, Flynn skyrocketed to the 
top; too much has recently been written 
about him to repeat here—about his ro- 
mance and adventure in the South Seas 
and various other parts of the world. 

What we are interested in is his future. 
Will he continue his phenomenal success 
in “Captain Blood,” the Sabatini story, 
and give another outstanding performance 
in ““The Charge of the Light Brigade?’’ If 
he has the traditional luck of the Irish, he 
will—but then he has a real Irish tempera- 
ment, too, and maybe he'll get restless one 
morning and shift his activities to other 
climes. Just to make sure, his studio has 
signed him to a lucrative five-year con- 
tract. Quite a rosy cinema future! 

There is a similarity in this sudden rise 
to film fame in Hollywood in the career of 
that other fascinating and handsome Bri- 
tish actor—Robert Donat. He scored ina 
small rdle as Culpepper, Anne Boleyn’s dar- 
ing young lover, but it was ‘““The Count of 
Monte Cristo” that wrote his name in bold 
letters for the world to see and read. Two 
recent pictures made in England main- 
tain the high standard set in this first big 
success, and it seems quite likely that 
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COURT MOURNING BRINGS PURPLE 
So widely has purple been adopted Me Britishers as court mourn- 


ing that it becomes one of the season's 
Other official mourning colors are jet 


in accessories, in flowers. 


eading colors in costumes, 


black, silver grey, white, amethyst, plum and egg plant. 
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For you, . .eyes like 
Shimmering stars 
against a tropic sky. 
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NEW CREAM MASCARA 
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TATTOOS LASHES! 


| Needs no water to apply-really waterproof! 


| Now... the dreamy eyes of the ex- 


| otic South Seas Maiden... the very 


effect you have always wanted to 
achieve with mascara is now actually 
possible! Accentuated length of lashes; 
rich, even, lustrous darkness and a 
coaxing curl without a hint of arti- 
ficiality—without beadiness—without 
making your lashes brittle. Simply 
whisk a bit of creamy TATTOO over 
your lashes and they instantly appear 
to be twice their real length. You can 
be sure that neither tears nor rain will 
cause a smudge. Ready for use too. 
No water needed. No fuss... no 
bother . . . no messy, muddy cake. 
Can't smart. Harmless. TATTOO your 
lashes and you'll never go back to old- 
fashioned mascara again. BLACK... 
BROWN ... BLUE. 60c complete with 
brush in a smart, rubber-lined satin 


vanity, at your favorite drug or 


department store. 
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‘between 
season is no time 


to risk lowered 


his: in- 





general resistance 








You may be more susceptible to common 
ills at this time of year. After winter 
months of too little exercise, rest, and 
sunshine, your general resistance may 
be low. Whatever reserve forces you had 
are likely to be exhausted. 

The sensible thing to do, then, is not 
to wait until seasonal ills affect you. While 
you are well, do everything you can to 
build up good general resistance. Start 
now with Adex tablets or capsules! 

Adex will provide you with an abun- 
dance of Vitamin A—6,600 units in every 
capsule. Vitamin A contributes more 
than any other single vitamin to good 
general resistance. 

Adex also furnishes Vitamin D, the 
factor obtained from sunshine in summer, 
but often needed from another source at 
this season. Each capsule contains 1,320 
units of Vitamin D. Squibb obtains the 
vitamins from natural sources only, like 
good cod liver oil and halibut liver oil. 

When you start with Adex, be sure to 
keep it up every day. So much depends 
on routine use! Now in capsules or tablets 
at any reliable drug store. Prepared by 
E. R. Squibb & Sons, manufacturing chem- 
ists to the medical profession since 1858. 


The increase of common ills 
during the winter months is 
graphically portrayed by this ‘ oe 
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TABLETS and CAPSULES 
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Donat will be able to hold the high place he 
has made for himself in filmdom. 

Other young actors and actresses who 
stand out in this past year are Robert 
Taylor, who played the young producer in 
“Broadway Melody of 1936” and followed 
with a wonderful performance in ‘‘Magni- 
ficent Obsession;’’ Eleanor Powell, the 
screen’s very best female tap dancer; Ida 
Lupino, Elizabeth Allan, Mary Carlisle, 
June Travis, Kay Linaker, Shirley Ross, 
and last, but decidedly not least, Anne 
Shirley. 

This pretty youngster is the real Cinder- 
ella of the past year or two; she is just past 
sixteen and was born Dawn O’Day. Asa 
baby Dawn started to work supporting 
herself and her widowed mother; she saw 
fairly comfortable times and very lean 
ones, until ““Anne of Green Gables,” by 
the beloved Canadian, L. M. Montgomery, 
started casting. It was Dawn’s favorite 
story and she prayed for the part of the 
little unwanted orphan girl who should 
have been a boy; she got the réle, worked 
with might and main and sincerity and 
much talent; today she is, literally and 
legally, Anne Shirley. But that isn’t all. 
Anne is a full fledged star, and her one aim 
is to stay at the top for a long. long time; 
her latest picture is “Chatterbox,” the 
next will be a screen version of Charles 
Dickens’s ‘Little Dorritt.” 


IN PASSING, it is hardly fair to overlook 
the names of some famous youngsters of 
the last decade. They, too, had their 
measure of youthful fame and most of 
them acquired sizable fortunes too. Some 
of them continue to grace the world’s silver 
ecreens—some have passed practically into 
oblivion, 

Jackie Coogan is grown up: his work in 
“The Kid” with Charlie Chaplin, will 
never be forgotten. Jackie Cooper is still 
a first rank star, though beginning to grow 
up and show his years. Mitzi Green, whose 
“I Got a Secret” alternately annoyed and 
delighted audiences back in the early days 
of screen musicals, is rarely seen now except 
in short film interludes. She is still on the 
stage, however, Madge Evans, now grown 
up, retains her popularity, but one seldoms 
sees or hears of Lila Lee, the well-known 
““Cuddles”’ of Gus Edwards’s revue. 

These actors and actresses started earlier 
in pictures than a crop of players who are 
still in the flush of youth. But because 
movies flicker so fast, careers ripen over- 
night, flower richly for a brief spell and 
then disappear in twilight. 

It was “only yesterday’”’ that Joan 
Blondell, Bette Davis, Dick Powell, Patri- 
cia Ellis, Katherine de Mille, Marian 


Marsh, James Cagney, Irene Dunne, 
Frank Albertson, Clark Gable, Alice White 
and several others were ‘Hollywood's 
youngest players;’’ Alice Faye, Jean Muir, 
Ruby Keeler—we could go on for a long 
time and name still other popular actors 
who have attained great success but are 
now accepted as “‘regulars’—they are 
experienced and have been acclaimed for 
possibly four or five years! 


BECAUSE THEY. too, are still young, 
still very famous and extremely popular, 
we must mention briefly the current activi- 
ties of Canada’s Big three—Pickford, 
Shearer and Huston. In spite of all the 
gossip of a year or so back when we were 
all writing “Mary Pickford is Through,” 
“America’s Sweetheart Takes the Count,” 
and other near obituaries, this well-liked 
and perennial space grabber proves us all 
wrong. 

Since her matrimonial troubles have 
made the front pages, Mary has bucked up 
and taken it on the chin. Today she is 
perhaps the greatest woman in the motion 
picture industry. Marion Davies, it is true, 
is titular head of the great Cosmopolitan 
producing company. But Mary Pickford 
is the working head—and a good part of the 
brains—of the recently reorganized United 
Artists Corporation. She sits in on all 
important meetings, directs policy and 
expenditures, promotes financial backing, 
gambles with her own money, appoints 
executives, hires and fires lesser folk in the 
company. 

Norma Shearer is in the throes of bring- 
ing forth a new cinema version of Juliet; 
how will she acquit herself? At best we 
have always considered this Canadian gir! 
a capable, self-possessed young woman 
who made the best of her opportunities 
and her marriage to the rich and powerful 
Irving Thalberg; to star in smart, sophisti- 
cated drawing-room drama, or to move 
with cloying sweetness through romantic 
melodrama such as “Smilin’ Through,” 
supported by the best leading men procur- 
able in all Hollywood and England. 

Now she will face the world, her fans 
and critics in one of the most exacting of 
all heroine réles. She must have courage 
and faith in herself to do this, and we hope 
she comes through the ordeal with honors. 
If she modernizes it, she has a good prece- 
dent in Katharine Cornell’s Juliet of last 
season and this; if she merely reads the 
lines intelligently, trenchant and glowing 
with tragic emotion and youthful ardor, 
after the traditional fashion of drama 
schools. she will at least look beautiful and 
will certainly conduct her performance 
with decorum and sweet gentility. 

Walter Huston can always be counted 
upon to give a sincere and interesting per- 
formance. He has studied and planned his 
Rhodes characterization with the utmost 
care; it promises to be another valuable 
contribution to the modern screen. So 
youth—we need you, we want you—-from 
quints to ’teen age, but the maturer years 
as exemplified by the above trio of Cana- 
dians give us perhaps the dest in the theatre 
as in life. 


COLORS THAT LIKE EACH OTHER 
Don't be afraid of color! It's the symbol of brighter days this 


year. But do be careful how ee . 
ive fa 


a safe chart that suggests 
colors you can use with them: 


lash brilliant hues together. Here's 
vorite shades for spring, and the 


With GREY use melon, red, brown, tan, green, royal blue, pale blue, 


wine, pink. 


NAVY will take melon, maize, red, white, natural, green, pink, pale 


blue, wine. 


BROWN combines with natural, beige, melon, maize, red, green, 


white, tan, pink, grey. 


GREEN is flattered by natural, white, beige, melon, maize, pink, tan, 


wine, grey. 


TAN harmonizes with beige, brown, 


wine, grey. 


white, natural, red, green, 











HEALTHY first young teeth must be care- 
fully guarded, or the second teeth will 
not be as beautiful and well spaced as 
nature intended. 


Guard these teeth especially at the 
Danger Zones, where teeth oad 
unite in spaces ‘between the teeth, and in 
fissures and defects in the enamel. Parti- 
cles of food are caught in the V-sha 
spaces between the teeth—in the crevices 
where teeth meet gums—in fissures and 
defects in enamel. Acids form, causing 
tooth decay—gum inflammation—un- 
less these acids are neutralized. 


Squibb Dental Cream was developed 
not only to do the most effective cleans- 
ing possible—but also to neutralize 
acids — so that the teeth may be safe- 
guarded at the Danger Zones. 


When you brush your teeth with 
Squibb Dental Cream, Squibb Milk of 
Magnesia may be forced into remote 
crevices, arrest fermentation, neutralize 
all acids with which it comes in contact. 


Consult your dentist regularly to make 
sure your teeth are safe. And, at least 
twice a day, guard the Danger Zones 
with Squib "Dental Cream. 


E. R. SQUIBB & SONS OF CANADA, LIMITED 
36 Caledonia Road, Toronto, Canada 


The Priceless Ingredient of Every Product 
is the Honor and Integrity of its Maker. 











Are your hands 


ROUGH as | 


" 
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@ Do your hands feel coarse? Are they 
rough as stucco? Does your skin “snag 
when it touches silk or satin—is it red, 

and dry? 





Why not use some rich, wide-spreading, 
quick-drying Italian Balm (just one drop is 
sufficient) and see how quickly your skin 
becomes soft again and smooth in texture! 

Italian Balm is ized, from coast to 
coast, as being one of the qui -acting, 
most economical skin beautifiers ever in- 
vented. These two qualities— genuine effec- 
tiveness and outstanding economy — have 
made it for years the largest selling skin pro- 
tector in Canada. In recent years it was in- 
troduced to the United States where it has 
also become the favorite skin protector. 

Italian Balm was originally made to pro- 
tect skin against the ravages of brisk 

dian winters. See that you keep your. 
skin soft and lovely to look at by using 
Campana’s before and after exposure, 
ahaier it be dishwashing, skating, skiing— 
or shopping. 

Italian Balm is made from a secret formula 
—combines many scientifically-selected in- 
gredients, blended by a secret process. There 
is nothing exactly like it on the world market 
today... Your drug or department store 
carries Italian Balm in 3 sizes of long-lasting 
bottles —35c, 60c and $1.00—and in handy 
25 cent tubes. 


HANDY 
HOME DISPENSER 


Nickel 100% 
Italian HOME DISPENSER 
attaches to bathroom, 


press the _—. Try your drug- 

Ifhe can’t supply you— 
then et one FREE i 
=~ Italian ohn, some. 4 
Oc to cover packing Or 
TWO 60c certons sod NO MONEY 
—with your name and address__to 
CAMPANA, 42 Caledonia Road. 
Toronto. 





Italian Balm 


THE ORIGINAL SKIN SOFTENER 
“Canada’s Most Economical Skin Protector’ | 





Fairy Godmother, Jr. 


(Continued from page 4} 


ized volunteer services on the continent. 
The oldest and largest Canadian branch 
is in Montreal, with a membership of over 
four hundred. Next comes Toronto, with 
about three hundred and sixty, and then 
Winnipeg, Vancouver, Halifax and Hamil- 
ton. All in all, the total membership in the 
Dominion is scarcely more than 1,200 yet 
the work they do mounts up to a colossal 
whole! 

The members of the Junior League are 
members by invitation. They are chosen 
from the most popular of the season’s 
debutantes, pay a fee for the privilege of 
belonging, and in return are harnessed to 
work, and kept in harness. There is no 
personal glory connected with it. They do 
work that many older women would feel 
“too sad,” or “too depressing.”” Usually 
they join at twenty or thereabouts, and are 
automatically drafted out at forty. In the 
interim they come out, get engaged, get 
married, and still 
the work goes on. 
Every member of 
the Junior League, 
must work, every 
week. 

The work they 
do differs accord- 
ing to the needs of 
their cities. The 
object of the 
League is “‘to fos- 
ter interest among 
its members in the 
social, economic, 
educational, cul- 
tural and civic 
conditions of the 
community” and 
to this end it is 
divided into de- 
partments. Not all 
departments are 
operative in each 
League. Thus 
Winnipeg has a 
Children’s Theatre Group which Toronto 
has not, and Montreal is the only city in 
Canada with an Amateur Gardening 
Group. The central organization in New 
York is open at any time to give advice or 
make suggestions as to the handling of any 
department or undertaking, and to receive 
reports that might be interesting to 
Leagues in other cities, through the med- 
ium of the League Magazine. Apart from 
this each League is self-governed. 

When a new little debutante is invited 
to join the League, and accepts—as she 
generally does—she must put in a year of 
provisional training. She must attend a 
series of lectures, arranged by the associa- 
tion and given by prominent people, on 
such subjects as The Junior League, Par- 
liamentary Procedure, Social Service, 
Civics, and so on. She must make herself 
acquainted with every department of the 
League, choose one, and work with it for 
the rest of the year. Then she writes her 
entrance examinations. 

Besides the Unemployment Relief, the 
Motor Service for paralyzed children, 
Occupational Therapy (under an instruct- 
ress whose salary is paid by the League,) 
the Social Service desks, the hospital 
records and filing departments, she may 
help serve meals to the hospital staff, in the 
hospital canteen. 

Nurse’s assistants at Well Baby Clinics 
are usually volunteer workers from the 
League. Babies are dressed and undressed, 
weights checked, recorded and filed. 





"Showing tired little lie-abeds how 
to make things with their fingers." 


Sick babies are served by the Save-the- 
Baby Squad, which collects enough mi[tk 
from hospital wet nurses every day in the 
year, rain or shine, winter and summer, 
week day and Sunday, to feed all the 
premature and ailing babies. 

Goodness knows how many pounds of 
Canadian schoolgirl are due to the Junior 
League! One of the most successful sum- 
mer camps in Canada for under-privileged 
girls is operated by the Junior League of 
Montreal; while in winter time, half a pint 
of milk supplied to under-nourished teen- 
age girls in the schools has resulted in 
astonishing gains in weight! 

Whenever the Victorian Order of Nurses 
know of acity-born baby in need of clothes, 
they may telephone the Sewing Depart- 
ment of the Junior League. Here a supply 
of layettes is kept on hand for just such 
emergencies. The workers in this depart- 
ment, under the direction of a seamstress 
from the Infants’ Home, make clothes 
for orphans or deserted children placed in 
foster homes. 

The Children’s Theatre Movement is 
growing rapidly, and is part of the cultural 
programme of the Junior League. The idea 
is the providing of plays suitable for—and 
interesting to—children, sometimes even 
presented by children’s casts. 

Members who are clever at such things 
help, too, with the 
Marionettes, mak- 
ing and dressing 
the dolls, writing 
or adapting plays 
for them, and de- 
signing the stage 
and settings. The 
complete sets may 
be exchanged by 
various Leagues 
and these same 
marionettes are 
shown in different 
cities— sometimes 
at charitable per- 
formances, some- 
times at children’s 
parties or for pub- 
lic audiences, to 
help augment the 
League funds. 

Money, too, is 
raised by well- 
staged plays and 
Revues, involving 
weeks of hard work and rehearsal, in addi- 
tion to the routine of department service. 

Many of the cities have an Opportunity 
Shop, where poor families are able to buy 
clothes inexpensively, the proceeds helping 
the League charities. Since the “‘stock”’ is 
donated by members, who are also sales 
assistants, overhead is reduced to a mini- 
mum. 

Under the Arts and Interests Chairman. 
Arts and Crafts Exhibitions are arranged, 
and lectures sponsored. The Amateur Gar- 
dening Group, for instance, study the 


growing of plants and planning of beauti-. 


ful gardens, and keep the Kindergarten of 
the Settlement supplied with bulbs and 
potted flowers. Even members of the 
League who have taken “‘paying jobs’”’ still 
keep up their volunteer service, through 
the Professional Department, at monthly 
meetings. 

Few organizations can show such prac- 
tical fruit of their labors as the Association 
of the Junior Leagues. Perhaps the secret 
lies in a spirit of co-operation. For the 
Junior Leagues, though so independent, do 
nothing alone. Their representatives sit 
with the boards of directors of the charities 
which they help. Delegates are constantly 
meeting in conference with the Leagues of 
other cities. Yet there must be more to it 
than organization. The success of the 
Junior League must surely depend on the 
very real desire in the hearts of its wealthy 
young members to help and save other 


people. 
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GROVES 2222 


A cold is not something to treat with careless- 


ness or indifference. It should be treated for 
what it really is—an internal infection requiring 
immediate and effective internal treatment. 


Grove’s Bromo Quinine is positive and direct in 
action by attacking the cold at its source. 
treats a cold from the inside by doing four 
definite and necessary things 
1. It opens the bowels gently but effectively. 
2. It combats the cold germs and fever in 
the system. 
8. It relieves the headache and “grippy” 
feeling. 
4. It tones up the system and helps fortify 
against further attacks. 


This is the kind of treatment a cold requires to 
drive it right out of the system quickly and 
effectively. 


Your druggist has Grove’s. Keep a box handy 
at all times and at the first sign of a chill or 
sneeze take them as prescribed. Be sure to ask 
for Grove’s Bromo Quinine, however, when you 
purchase. 553 


They're in a White Box 










Laxckive 


BROMO QUININE 


The Best RAY HAIR 


Remedy is Made at Home 


You can now make at home a better gray hair remedy 
than you can buy, by following this simple recipe: 
To half pint of water add one ounce bay rum, a small 
box of Orlex Compound and one-fourth ounce of 
glycerine. Any druggist can put this up or you can 
mix it yourself at very little cost. 
Apply tothe hair twice a week until 
the desired shade is obtained. 
Orlex impartscolor tostreaked, 
faded or gray hair, makes it 





color the scalp, is not sticky or 
greasy does not rub off 


WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE — 


And You'll Jump Out of Bed in the Morning 
Rarin’ to Go 

_The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not 
flowing freely, your food doesn’t digest. It just 
decays in the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach. 
You get constipated. Harmful poisons go into the 
body, and you feel sour, sunk and the world 
looks punk. 

A mere bowel movement doesn’t always get 
at the cause. You need something that works on 
the liver as well. It takes those good, old Carter's 
Little Liver Pills to get these two pounds of bile 
flowing freely and make you feel “up and up”. 
Harmless and gentle, they make the bile flow 
freely. They do the work of calomel but have no 
calomel or mercury in them. Ask for Carter’s 
Little Liver Pills by name! Stubbornly refuse 
anything else. 25c. 
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orant ‘roments 


WHY IS IT Marilyn always leaves some 
indefinable memory of herself in a room 
after she’s gone; some charming fragrance 
ot her personality?’”’ Man talk, sez you. 

But get the woman angle. 

“Isn’t Marilyn clever with perfume? 
How does she match her moods so per- 
fectly?”’ Which brings us to point seven in 
the 1936 book of rules for women who know 
things; to discriminating about perfumery. 

Duwtugetirie idea that because it’s a 
mannish year women will discard their 
little tricks of charm. If you want to go 
completely tailored, there’s a new tweedy 
fragrance with heather base. The purple 
hills of Scotland. 

And for the internationally inclined! 
The Russians have a name for it, but in 
English—we couldn’t believe our nose- 
it smells like leather. The tangiest, richest 
leather, of course. They do say Russian 
women are becoming more feminine. And 
this is such an honest, outright fragrance 
it couldn’t involve any soft notions. But 
you'll like it; it has a wholesome, out-of- 
doors feeling. 

Perfumes depend so much on timing, 
don’t you think? The woman to whom gar- 
denia spells sophistication at dinner time 
would find its heavy, almost sensuous odor 
as unsuitable for morning as the sleekly 
modelled black gown with which she wore 


| or Ho very hood 
it. But for crisp piqué and fresh linen 
there are dozens of colognes—in any sort 
of invigorating fragrances you like. Col- 
ogne has that early-day feeling to it that’s 
important. 

In those delicate later ’teens—or are we 
simpering?—there’s nothing so charming 
as some such naive fragrance as blue grass 
or sweet grass. For the business woman if 
she has a yen to stay feminine in spite of 
her alert smartness, there’s a new blended 
rock garden mixture, starting with mignon- 
ette and perked up with all sorts of spicy 
fragrances that won’t let it get out of hand 
as to sentimentality. 

Don’t be flighty at fifty. It doesn’t do. 
How about one of the pleasant rose scents 
or lavender? Flowers are favorites after 
the first flush of youth. Of course, if you’re 
the kind of woman who dares jade or coral 
earrings with your silvered locks, or effects 
one of the new and so beccming grey 
streaks across a dark wave, you'll be find- 
ing something more sophisticated. But 
watch your step. There’s a new sachet 
fragrance, too, that’s quite enchanting. 

Don’t be a scent-soak. It’s an indica- 
tion you can’t guard against too heavily. 
Make it a good perfume, then you only 
need a drop from the stopper on each ear- 
tip or eyelid. Apply your perfume direct 
to the skin. 


Foot Notes That Make News 


EET up, this season. Right up in 
the headlines. Getting accustomed 
to low heels was one thing. Ac- 
climatizing oneself to the new square 
or stubby broad-toed shoe of the 
present season is quite another. For 
years now streamlining has been the 





byword of the smart. But long, sleek 
lines of shoes have finally given way 
to briefer, more broken effects. Wide 
straps and buckles add to the broader 
footlines. Cuban heels are smart for 
the street, and the low-heeled shoes 
with wide straps are the last word in 
plain, ordinary shoe-enjoyment. And 
they have a certain zest and vigor 
about them that the slenderizing 
footwear lacked. Feet don't look so 
emaciated. Sometimes those strange 
narrow eights did seem a little out of 
keeping with the general feminine 
figure. Now the shoes fit the mood of 
tricky capes, trim, tailored suits, 
quaint hats. London Tan is the great 
hue and cry of the season, and it 
tones perfectly with the shade used 
throughout accessories. Gaberdine is 
the big favorite in shoe fabrics — 
either alone or in combinations. Pat- 
ent leather echoes the shine of belts 
and bags. Fabric trims are effective. 
Greys are favorites, too, for the new 
battleship greys used in costuming. 
Once you get used to the square-toed 
pumps, you'll think them simply 
devastating. They're so downright 
certain about their lines and purpose. 
The foot is being shortened and wid- 
ened, and you won't see a pointed 
toe this side of the dinner hour, and 
maybe not then, for heelless sandals 
and little low-heeled slippers are still 
muscling in on the evening field in 
large numbers. Trims and figures are 
all after the square and angular de 
signs. Vamps are much shorter. White 
will be a favorite for summer, and 
there will be considerable natural and 
chamois yellow with some color worn. 


A quintette of smart shoes that illustrate the 
new footnotes of style. From top to bottom 
a Colony tie in dark green Briarfoot from 
the Scott Shoe Co., a smart Oxford from the 
Woelfle Shoe Co., a new pump from Selby 
Shoes Ltd., another smart, buckled pump 
from the Murray Shoe Company in navy 
blue, and an Oxford in brown calf with a 
lizard trimming from the Blachford Shoe Co. 
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Here’s Wade-lo-crder 


Protection! 


& TYPES.OF ROLEX 


DESIGNED FOR DIFFERENT WOMEN 


AND FOR 





QUEST... 
for Personal 
Daintiness 


The POSITIVE, deodor- 
ant powder, perfect for 
use with Kotex. .. and 
for every need ! Quest isa 
dainty, soothing powder, 
safe to use. Buy Quest 
when you buy Kotex— 
only 35c. 


| NEW WONDERFORM PINLESS BELT 


eee 


‘ 
ta heel 





No pins to bother about ... Form- 
Fitting . . . Self-Adjustable and_Self- 
| Balancing. Most comfortable. 25° 
| Most economical, only ..... 


WONDERSOFT KOTEX 


DIFFERENT DAYS! 





IN THE BLUE BOX 


Regular Kotex 














For the ordinary needs 
of most women. Regular 
Kotex is ideal. Combines 
full protection with utmost 
comfort. The millions who 
are completely satisfied 
with Regular will have no 
reason to change. 


IN THE GREEN BOX 


Junior Kotex 


Somewhat narrower — 
is this Junior Kotex. De- 


women of slight stature, 
and younger exile. Thous- 
ands will it suitable for 
certain days when less pro- 
tection is 


IN THE BROWN BOX 


Super Kotex 










For more protection on 
some days it's only 
natural that you desire a 
napkin with greater absor- 
bency. That’s Super Kotex! 
It gives you that extra pro- 
tection, yet is no longer or 
wider Regular. 


Each type offers all of these 
exclusive Kotex features 


, CAN'T CHAFE - The new Kotex 


gives lasting comfort and freedom. The 
sides are cushioned in a special soft, 
downy cotton—all chafing, all irrita- 
tion is prevented. But sides only are 
cushioned—the center surface is left 
free to absorb. 


. CAN'T FAIL” For security Kotex 


has a channeled “Equalizer” center 
that guides moisture evenly the whole 
length of the pad. Gives “body” but 
not bulk—prevents twisting and rop- 
ing. The filler is 5 times more absorbent 
than cotton. 


“CAN'T SHOW” The sheerest 


dress, the closest-fitting gown reveals 
no tell-tale lines when you wear Kotex. 
The ends are not only rounded but 
flattened and tapered besides. Absolute 
invisibility—no tiny wrinkles what- 
soever. 















signed at the request of 


Ia ceteens nil Uitte enn eternal eeemntmeneeee 


AY ICRA RIOR 2 ae SEPM 


a nea 






























54 





“THAT 
KRUSCHEN 
FEELING” 
in 
FRANCE 


Headaches pass her 
by. She’s too busy 
being happy, active 
and fit. She’s the toast 
of her friends because, 
they say, she has 
“that Kruschen Feel- 
ing” ! 

In France, as in over 
100 countries 
throughout the world 
men and women have 
found relief in Kru- 
schen’s “little daily 
dose” — relief from 
headaches, _sluggish- 
ness and the numerous ills that so fre- 
quently visit bodies clogged with waste 
matter. 

The many salts in Kruschen not only 
assure internal cleanliness but they help 
to purify the blood stream and dissolve 
uric acid deposits which are so often the 
cause of rheumatic pains. 


The little pinch of Kruschen taken each 
morning in a glass of water imparts 
Be Kruschen feeling” of health and 


KRUSCHEN 


= SALTS Sa 























A simple way to 
be well informed 


Is there any subject on which 
it is more important to have a 
frank expression than feminine 
hygiene? Yet, because of its 
delicacy, it is a subject on 
which too many women are nct 
well enough informed. The 
makers of ‘Rendells’’ have 
compiled a little booklet, telling 
in clear, concise terms of a 
most safe and satisfactory form 
of personal hygiene. Write for 
your copy, addressing, The 
Lyman Agencies, Ltd., 286 St. 
Paul St. West, Montreal. 


“Rendells”’ is simple, ready-to- 
use and effectual; affording 
complete antisepsis, yet harm- 
less as purest oils. 


‘ Just ask your druggist for— 


RENDELLS 





Style Story 


MisSimplicity for spring 
features the built-up 
shoulder, so skilfully de- 
signed that it is very flat- 
tering to the figure. In 
French batiste and woven 
elastic with an all-over top 
of fine lace. 





OU can be fancy-free about many things in this 
MP aston of grace 1936 — but corsets are ‘musts’. 

In all the excitement of the Paris Openings, this fact 
was emphasized again and again. The smooth, elongated 
hipline is one of the key secrets to the new styles which 
favor so much the deep, circular peplums, the man- 
tailored suit, the classic Grecian silhouette. 


The foundation for all chic is a well-made garment to 
mold the figure into the basic silhouette for the effective 
wearing of new styles. Curves are not so much accented 
as they have been. The new lines are built up to a molded 
roundness, putting points out of the fashion picture. 
Waistlines are subtly defined with easy, natural curves, 
not sharply pinched in. Hiplines are flattened out and 
very slim. And more than ever before, the diaphragm 
must be flat. 


The new foundation garments aim first of all at giving 
women the poise that comes from being perfectly at ease. 
The "debutante slouch" is out altogether. The women 
who used to be careless about their postures, who sat 
slumped over, with heads dropped forward and shoulders 
stooped, are learning the charm that can come with a 
properly fitted foundation garment and effective figure- 
grooming. 


Know the thrill of good posture — straight shoulders, 
diaphragm drawn in and head held slightly upward, the 
spine in an attractive straight line. A properly designed 
foundation garment, in one of the new fabrics which 
wash so beautifully, will take years from your appearance, 
and bring you the pleasure of really adventuring among 
the enchanting style possibilities of this year. 


The new art of figure-grooming is a vital aid not only 
to posture, to a poised and charming personality, but to 
health itself. 





"Tri Mold," a featured 
garment in the Parisian 
group flattens the dia- 
phragm, controls the 
abdomen, raises and 
molds the bust. For 
average and larger fig- 
ures who like to enjoy 


“Figure Flattery'’’ made 
in two-way stretch Las- 
tex, molds the figure 
and stays in place com- 
fortably. This garment 
is designed for the aver- 


age and slight figures flexible freedom with 
who realize the need for firm restraint where 
support. needed. 








lisures Tell Your 


One of the popular 
garments featuring 
the Nu-Back innova- 
tion which prevents 
riding-up — a pat- 
ented telescopic 
back, beautifully de- 
signed to fit every 
type of figure. 





The Spencer dress 
corset, especially de- 
signed as are all 
Spencer garments, 
for the individual re- 
quirements of the 
wearer. The specific- 
ations of every 
woman's figure being 
hers alone, these 
garments correct as 
well as conceal fig- 
ure faults. 





The Lido, a Charis 
model designed to give 
positive figure improve- 
ment. The outer gar- 
ment and the patented 
inner belt can be ad- 
justed in unison from 
the outside by a lacer. 





A NuBone founda- 
tion garment de- 
designed for giving 
a positive figure con- 
trol. The diagonal 
hip lacings are so 
situated that a 
smooth hipline is 
achieved while the 
broadened top por- 
tion of the lower 
front controls the 
diaphragm effec- 
tively. 
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U 
A Spirella founda- 
tion garment de- 
signed individually to 
bring out the most 
attractive lines in the 
individual _ figures. 
This model is de- 
signed for average 

and full figures. 


ee. 





The Nemo Sensation 
with the new Action- 
boning to give the 
extra front flattening 
effect for average 
and full figures. 
Made of Lastex, with 
the two-way stretch 
that gives freedom, 
yet keeps the figure 
trim and smart. 
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father did before him. I am sorry to say 

this, but a wife with a theatrical back- 

ground would be a great handicap to him.” 
Terry’s throat suddenly went dry. 


“But if Sonny really loves me . and 
I love him. . will that matter so much?” 
And _ added, _ incredulously _ pathetic: 


“Wouldn’t you rather have him happy?” 

“But he wouldn’t be, for long, my dear. 
I’m an old woman and I know life. Better 
still, I know Sonny as nobody else does. 
Underneath his lighthearted manner he is 
very sensitive to his responsibilities, to the 
good will of his class.’”’ Mrs. Macklin 
smiled sadly. ‘‘Although his men friends 
might make you welcome, the women 
would ostracize you both. And it is the 
women who dominate the country socially, 
my dear.” She looked into the firelight 
away from Terry. “In time, Sonny would 
repent his bargain. I may sound cruel and 
heartless, but I am saying this now to save 
you future pain and embarrassment. 
Please believe that, Terry.” 

Terry’s Irish pride rose in her like a wave. 

“In other words, Mrs. Macklin, you 
don’t want me for a daughter-in-law.” 

“T have nothing against you personally, 
dear child,” Sonny’s mother protested 
smoothly. ‘But I am Sonny’s mother and 
naturally I am thinking of his welfare. 
And as a woman of the world I can see that 
thismarriage would be wrong. . . for you 
both. Some day you'll thank me for it.” 

“I thank you for it. . . now,” said 
Terry, with intensity. She rose to her feet, 
unseeing. Oddly enough, she was thinking 
of the girl, Kitty Balue, rather than her- 
self. Was seeing Kitty’s face again, as 
she had seen it that afternoon. Recogniz- 
ing herself in Mrs. Macklin’s réle. Could 
she possibly have hurt the little cigarette 
girl as terribly as Sonny’s mother was 
hurting her now? 

Mrs. Macklin also rose. 

“I do hope you really understand, my 
dear.” 

“Understand my place?” Terry smiled, 
without mirth. “You have made things 
very clear, Mrs, Macklin.” 

And so the old lady had, thought Terry, 
inconsequentially. She, Terry Ahern, and 
the little cigarette girl were sisters under 
the skin, after all. It shocked her vanity, 
gave her pride an awful jolt. 

“About Sonny—” began his mother, 
meaningly. 

Terry was perfectly self-possessed. If 
Kitty Balue could take it, so could Terry 
Ahern. Her chin lifted. 

“I shall not see your son again,” said 
she, ‘‘Good day, Mrs. Macklin.” 

As if impulsively, the other woman took 
her hand. 

“You're a thoroughbred, my dear. If 
only—” 

“No, I’m simply a fool,’’ said Terry 
evenly. “But I like being a fool.” 


LEAVING THE house a few minutes 
later, Terry told herself again that she was 
a fool, but a fool who had learned her 
lesson. She had deliberately given Kitty 
Balue a dose of heartbreak, and she had 
promptly been served the same dose. 
Wryly, she told herself that it was a just 
retribution. None could play the god out of 
the machine in other people’s lives and 
get away with it. No one deserved to get 
away with it. 

Heartsick, she walked blindly down the 
Avenue. Over and over she relived the 
scenes of the afternoon, and with each 
repetition she grew more humble. She 
could make things right again for Kitty, if 
she wished, but who could make things 
right for her? She had told Mrs. Macklin 
that she never intended seeing her son 
again, and she meant to keep her word, 
however much it hurt. And it would hurt, 
excruciatingly: it hurt with a bitter ache 
already. For she loved Sonny Macklin. 

So had Kitty Balue loved her brother 
Ted, she thought. Well, she could still 
save that other girl from her own agony. 
And Ted need never know what she had 
planned. There was still time. She had 
that much left, Ted’s not knowing. 

It was too late, however, for Ted, him- 


self, was in her apartment waiting for her, 
when she entered. Sonny Macklin was 
with him, busy with a frosted cocktail 
shaker. A sympathetic Sonny—and a be- 
wildered, frantic Ted. 

Her twin flung himself upon her, with 
tragic eyes. 

“Kitty, she’s gone!”’ he told her, jerkily. 
“And she’s not coming back.” 

“How do you know?” she asked faintly, 
stalling for time. 

“She telephoned me half an hour ago,” 
he told her, excitedly pacing the floor. 
“She said that she was going away, and 
that I was never to try to find her—that it 
would do no good. I asked her why, in 
heaven’s name; and she talked a lot of rot 
about messing up my life if she married 
me.” He ran his hand nervously through 
his hair. ‘She said she loved me—and 
please not to forget her—and before I could 
get a word in, edgewise, she hung up on 
me. By the time I got around to her place 
she was gone.” 

Terry was dumb, groping for words, 
acutely aware of Sonny, tactfully silent in 
the background. 

“She wasn’t telling the truth; I know 
she wasn’t.”” Ted rushed on, agonized. 
“There’s more to it than that; she’s in 
trouble of some kind and was afraid to tell 
me. She was crying—”’ 

“Kitty’s all right—” began Terry. 

“You’ve got to help me find her,” Ted 
told her, desperately. ‘“You’ve got to, 
sis! 

Always, through the years, with bruised 
knees and bruised feelings, had Ted come 
to her for aid and consolation. Now he 
was come to her again, heartstricken. And 
she had done this thing to him! Tears 
welled up in Terry’s eyes. 

“You'll find her at Grand Central,”’ she 
told him, blurting it out in her haste. 
“Her train leaves at seven. .. for 
Chicago.” 

“Sis!” His face was transfigured. “I 
knew I could depend on you.” He started 
incontinently for the door, then suddenly 
stopped dead in his tracks and wheeled 
about. “But how do you know?” 

“T sent her there,”’ said Terry in a dead 
voice. “I sent her away.” 

“You sent her away!” He was stunned. 
“‘When you knew we loved each other?” 

‘Because I knew you loved each other,” 
she admitted bravely. For all she knew, 
this admission would make Ted hate her 
for ever. 

“T’ll never forgive you for that,” he 
flared. 

“I don’t expect you to,”’ said she, stead- 
ily; her heart was breaking. 

He stared at her, a prey to mixed 
«motions, 

“But what made you? Why?” 

“IT thought it would ruin your career, 
marryinz her. I persuaded her to give you 
up and go away.” 

“You did that!’” He was both incredu- 
lous and furious. 

“I was a fool,” said Terry wearily. “I 
thought love was unimportant. It’s not. 
It’s the only thing in life that means 
anything. That’s why I came back to tell 
you, so you could go after your Kitty.” 
She glanced at the clock on the mantel, 
came out of her lethargy. “Look at the 
time! Hurry, Teddy. . or her train will 
be gone.” 

Ted cursed, softly, then hastily kissed 
her. 

“We'll be right back, Kitty and I—just 
you wait here!’’ he told her, and was gone. 

She was suddenly weeping. 

Sonny tried to take her in his arms, but 
she evaded him. 

“Darling—don’t upset yourself so! 
Everything has come out all right, after 
all, hasn’t it?” 

“Has it?” she asked, dully. 

“Of course!” He smiled, sympathe- 
tically. ‘Ted has told me all about this 
Kitty Balue. The kid’s had a rotten 
break . with all that ugly publicity; 
but they’re crazy about each other, and 
that’s all that counts, isn’t it?” 

“Do you mean that?” She raised a tear- 
stained face to his. {Continued on page85 } 
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MAIL MONEY SAFELY 


When you are sending money by mail, use 
a Royal Bank Money Order. It gives every 
advantage of safety and convenience to 
both sender and receiver. Money Orders 
may be bought at any branch of The Bank 
and are issued in dollars or in pounds. 


THE 


ROYAL BANK 


O F CANADA 


Chatelaine Service Bulletins on Beauty Culture 


ConcisemAuthentic—Essentially Helpful 


HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR 
Bulletin No. 16—10 cents 


A LOVELY SKIN 
Bulletin No. 18—10 cents 


HOW TO BE FRESH AS A 
FLOWER 
Service Bulletin No. 19—5 cents 


BEAUTIFUL HANDS 
Bulletin No. 15—5 cents 


H. 


i 
Fresh usa Flower 
By he B Fan 


DRESSING YOUR FACE 
Bulletin No. 17—10 cents 


Order from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 


481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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Keep Your 
Shoes Soft and 


Comfortable 






n Nugget Shoe 
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Polis waterproof the 
leather, keeping it from 


g\and cra¢Ring. 
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sinks deep_to keep 
: and Tita 
ber, to bring ow the full, rich 
colour of brown shoes and 
preserving black footwear. 










Nugget prolongs énjoyable 

wear by preserving your 

shoes’ trim shapeliness. It 
i 

preserves the soft suppleness 

of leather and| gives a glow- 

ing, lasting shine. 








For men’s, women’s and 
children’s shoes. 


bere’s a Nugget shade 
for every shoe made 
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SHOE POLISH 


Uf it’s white kid, keep it white with 
KAI _ 181 




























Love is a Boomerang 


(Continued from page | 1} 





swiftly. ‘You'll get a better job there, at 
better pay. I’ll telephone him tonight and 
arrange it. Later, if you like, I'll get you 
another job here. Anything you want.” 

“T’ll go to Chicago,”’ agreed Kitty. 

Terry squeezed her hand. 

“Please believe that I’m your friend, 
Kitty. . . always. And that we simply 
had to do this for both your sakes. 
Some day you'll be glad we did.” 

Kitty smiled wanly, and rose. 

“How soon can I go?” 

“There’s a train at seven.”” Terry, too, 
rose and kissed the girl. “‘You’re a brave 
girl, Kitty Balue.” 

“T can take it,” said the dark-eyed girl, 
briefly. 

Ten minutes later and Kitty Balue was 
gone, a letter and a cheque in her bag. 
Terry had arranged over the telephone for 
the cashier to cash the cheque for her, 
below. 


IT WAS twenty minutes to five. Terry was 
dressed, and it was only a matter of a few 
minutes to refresh her make-up and pre- 
pare herself to go out. Nevertheless she 
felt tired and depressed, and would have 
welcomed an opportunity to rest. More- 
over, she wanted to look her best for 
Sonny’s mother: mothers were over-criti- 
cal if anything, she knew. She already had 
met Mrs. Macklin casually; once at a 
house in Locust Valley, and another time 
at Meadowbrook, when Sonny had played 
on the Eastern team. She admired the 
white-haired old aristocrat, but was, some- 
what to her annoyance, in awe of her. So 
was everyone else, however, Sonny had 
once laughingly assured her. She smiled 
at the memory. 

She took a taxi. Resolutely she tried to 
forget Kitty Balue’s piteous eyes; tried 
not to think what Ted’s would look like, 
once he knew that the girl he loved was 
definitely lost to him. He would get over 
it eventually, she told herself, but he would 
take it pretty hard at first: he was that 
kind. And she would have to look on, 
unable to help him, and acutely aware of 
her guilt in his hurt. Yet she was certain, 
in her heart, that she had acted in the 
interests of his future happiness. She loved 
him too much to do otherwise. 

Kaleidoscope-like, the panorama of the 
years flashed before her mind’s eye. Her 
lips tightened determinedly. Both she and 
Ted had struggled for too long, worked 
and slaved and even starved, not to be 
able to enjoy the fruits of their hard-won 
success. Yet it hurt to know that she was 
so soon to taste her own happiness and 
simultaneously rob Ted of his. It made 
flat, somehow, the pleasurable excitement 
she had felt that morning when Mrs. 
Macklin had telephoned her, inviting her 
for what was obviously a téte-a-téte. She 
found herself wishing she had put the inter- 
view with Kitty Balue forward a day; she 
could not get her forlorn image from her 
mind. 

The Macklin town house was an impres- 
sive Renaissance mansion off the Avenue 
in the Seventies. No stranger to luxurious 
homes, it nevertheless thrilled Terry to be 
admitted by a liveried manservant to its 
cathedral-like interior; to be obsequiously 
ushered through its restrained splendors to 
where her mother-in-law to be awaited her 
in the library of the great house. Some 
day, she could not help thinking in her 
secret heart, this palace would be hers; 
some later day, she, its chatelaine. She 
had come far from those early hall-room 
days, when she and Ted had begun their 
climb to fame. Exquisitely groomed, 
conscious of her youth and fame and 
beauty, Terry felt no interloper even here, 


but rather, serenely at home. She was 
Terry Ahern. It was a delicious awareness. 

Sonny’s mother was waiting for her 
before a blazing fire in a tremendous stone 
fireplace. She was white-haired, quietly 
gracious, and had Sonny’s blue-grey eyes. 
It was hard to realize that this almost 
plainly-dressed old woman who greeted 
her with such simple cordiality, was not 
only one of the world’s richest indivi- 
duals, but a member of that tiny clique, 
little publicized, which ruled the social set. 

They talked of inconsequential things 
while the butler and a footman served tea. 
The servants withdrew at last, however, 
and the two women were alone in the 
flickering firelight. Sonny’s mother smiled 
politely at the girl, over her teacup. 

““My son has been telling me a great deal 
about you, Miss Ahern. And I must con- 
fess I can hardly blame him for his enthusi- 
asm. You are charming.” 

Terry blushed despite herself. Mrs. 
Macklin’s unaffected directness was dis- 
arming. 

“You're sweet to say so, Mrs. Macklin.” 

“Sonny also tells me that he is in love 
with you,” went on the old lady. She was 
still smiling. ‘‘I can understand that, too. 
My boy has good taste.” 

“Thank you, again,’”’ said Terry twink- 
ling. She was poised and confident, deli- 
ciously at ease. “I happen to be just as 
much in love with Sonny. And I’m sure 
you can understand that, Mrs. Macklin.” 

Mrs. Macklin’s smile had unaccountably 
faded, however. She hesitated, plainly 
weighing her words. 

“If you'll forgive the question, Miss 
Ahern, just how much do you really love 
my son?” And added, as if explanatorily: 
“‘He’s all I have, you know.” 

Terry smiled her understanding. 

“Enough to give up my career for him 
—a career I love,” she told the other 
woman, simply. ‘Enough to want to do 
that and devote the rest of my life to 
making him happy.” 

Mrs. Macklin gave her a measuring 
look. 

“His happiness really means everything 
to you, then?” 

“Everything,” said Terry, touched by 
her earnestness. As second mother to 
Ted, she could understand the old woman's 
concern. Loving the same man made them 
allies, created an intimacy between them 
unlike any other understanding in the 
world. 

“It sounds sophomorish,’”’ continued 
Mrs. Macklin slowly, “‘but—would you be 
willing to put that love to a test?” 

“Of course,”” Terry assured her, readily. 
Her eyes met those other eyes, so like 
Sonny’s confidently. ‘Try me.” 

“I will,” said Mrs. Macklin quietly. 
“T want you to give him up.” 

Terry’s smile froze, as her confidence 
melted into panic. Even in her absorption 
she had the consciousness that she had 
lived through this same scene, almost word 
for word, somewhere and sometime before, 
but so cruelly unexpected was it that she 
did not remember how recent it was. It 
had the quality of a remembered night- 
mare. 

“Give him up?” She whitened. “But 
o ae 

“I like you and respect you, Miss 
Ahern,” said the regal old lady, with a 
show of frankness, “and for that reason 
I’ll be honest with you. Sonny is my only 
child, and naturally his happiness is para- 
mount with me.” 

Terry only stared. Memory was growing 
localized; horribly so. 

“I do not believe in divorces,” Mrs. 
Macklin went on, conversationally. “I 
feel that mistakes should be prevented in 
the beginning.” She hesitated. “Bluntly, 
if you marry Sonny, Miss Ahern, I’m 
afraid your marriage won’t last.” 

“Why do you say that?” It was a 
stranger’s voice. 

“My son has not only the responsibili- 
ties of great wealth, Miss Ahern, but those 
of his family traditions. Some day he will 
enter the Diplomatic Service or take a 
prominent part in national politics, as his 
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‘His Lumbago Has 


one 


A Sailor Finds That 
Kruschen Keeps Him Free 


Four years ago this sailor had an attack 
of lumbago. Kruschen put him right again 
and has kept him right ever since: 

“Four years ago,” he writes, “I was 
troubled with lumbago intermittently, and 
tried several remedies, without getting any 
relief. I started taking Kruschen Salts, fol- 
lowing the directions for lumbago, and I can 
assure you that after a few weeks I felt the 
benefit. For four years now I have never felt 
any recurrence of lumbago, although I still 
continue with Kruschen. I would not quit 
if they were double the price. I am sixty, 
and work on sailing craft, and apart from 
that lumbago have hardly ever had a day’s 
illness.’’—E. O. 

Kruschen is a combination of several salts 
which assist in stimulating your liver and 
digestive tract to healthy, regular activity. 
They ensure internal cleanliness, and help to 
keep the blood-stream pure. Thus lumbago, 
rheumatism, headaches and indigestion are 
less apt to trouble you. 


“The Knitting Book” 











New ideas for knitters! Send for this 
25° fine handbook by Elizabeth King, on 
what and how to knit. Contains com 
plete instructions om how to make 
every sort of knitted garment. Mailed 


Postpaid on receipt of 25 cents. 


TRANS -CANADA NEWS CO. 
210 Dundas St. W., Teronte 
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“A Garden in the House” 
Everyone who loves flowers in the home 
should have this practical book—the 
95° the culture of bulbs to the care of 
potted plants and the construction of 
terrariums. Mailed postpaid on receipt 

of 25 cents, 

TRANS-CANADA NEWS COMPANY 
nesses 
yea 
costs only 25c¢ 
Do you realize that in addition to its being the 
mot elective of af claimants on the today, 

eccs 
instead of double the price many other ointments 
sell for. You get better results from Mecca— 
and you pay less. 
Use Mogae for, gute burns, sores, bale, 
eczema mustard 
for chest colds), widen 


indoor garden is treated fully, from 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 
mark P 
saves you money. It is only 25¢ @ box, 
\\ 4.4 
MECCA OINTMENT 








—a Magazine of Gardening information 
as well as a complete list, with pictures, 
prices and descriptions, of latest novel- 
ties and everything you could desire for 
your garden. McDonald’s Seeds are 
obtainable direct from Ottawa only, 
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Kenneth McDonald & Sons Limited 
28-30 Market Square, Ottawa 


Please mail free copy of your Garden Book to: 
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Blame the W oman 


(Continued from page 26} 





between the two men. Their height, walk, 
very gestures were alike. Conté and his 
twin brother. Yet she felt certain it was 
none but Conté’s voice she had heard; she 
could not be deceived in that. She remem 
bered every inflection and rich, mocking 
drawl, its lazy gentleness with fire smoking 
sometimes beneath the words. Nowhere 
in the world was there a voice to match it. 
Of all qualities about him, she had thrilled 
to that the most. 


SHE WAS walking toward them, one foot 
ahead of the other in mechanical progress. 
No place for hiding, just a hard bleak road 
with a rocky bank on one side, the bluffs 
on the other. She must face them, or 
frankly turn and run. Quick!y she yanked 
her cap far down on her forehead, tucking 
every strand of hair out of sight. The high 
collar of her reefer coat hid the lower part 
of her face. The four people came on. And 
Conté’s voice reached out to her, shaking 
her with its well-remembered inflections. 
A tall girl was beside him. Fair hair tossed 
at her shoulders, and she had a quick, 
careless walk. 

Lita watched the battered toes of her 
own shoes pumping up and down, as if 
they had no connection with herself. They 
carried her forward and she kept her eyes 
ahead, trying not to hurry. Now she was 
passing the group; their 'aughter smote 
her ears; they were behind her. As quickly 
as that! A weakness of gratitude flowed 
over her so that she had difficulty in going 
on. Conté had come half across the world 
and she had not spoken. Why had she not? 
She had no answer for this. 

When she reached the squat stone house 
where she boarded, Mrs. Gammige greeted 
her with hearty excitement. “See them 
new folks to the Island? Well, my man run 
home to tell me they wanted a place for the 
night. Like it so we!l here they’re going to 
stay until tomorrow’s tide. I said, right 
off before I thought, they could stay here. 
I got one spare chamber and I kind of 
hoped,’ she hesitated, ‘“‘you might be 
willing to sleep on the kitchen couch this 
one night . . . and give your room to the 
young ladies. Maybe I’d ought to of 
waited and asked you first.”” Her round 
good-natured face shone with a bright 
flush. 

Mrs. Gammige had been exceedingly 
kind to Lita in many ways. “I'd be very 
glad to give up my room,” she agreed. 
“Who are they?” 

“My man didn’t rightly catch their 
names, but seems one of ’em was Cattrill 
or Cuttrill—a mister and missis-—-besides 
two others not married.” 

“Oh,” said Lita, going to her room to 
make it ready. A Mr. and Mrs. Cottrell. 
Why not? What had she honestly ex- 
pected? Why had she been deceiving 
herself with a dozen half-admitted hopes? 
A Mr. and Mrs. Cottrell. Obviously she 
could delay no Jonger in her decision about 
seeing them. Old hurts rushed back to 
haunt her. Resolutely she rode them 
down. The visitors would be returning to 
the house before long, and there was Mrs. 
Gammige. That good woman would expect 
her. to have supper with the guests. It 
would certainly look queer for her to leave 
altogether, and go hunting up a new place 
for the night. What excuse could she 
give so as not to hurt Mrs. Gammige’s 
feelings? 

Walking back and forth in her room, 
Lita saw herself in ridiculous and pathetic 
plight. Was she being too theatrical? 
Making too much of a situation which 
coolness and common sense should carry 
off with ease? Staring out of her window 
she saw the heads of the Island visitors at 


the top of the hill. They were on their way 
here. A swift and painful shyness con- 
sumed her like a fever. Calling herself an 
idiot did not help matters. Yet all at once 
a simple solution presented itself. In the 
kitchen she would offer to help Mrs. 
Gammige, who was becoming, by the 
sound of slatting tins and opening and 
shutting of doors, somewhat flustered at 
the thought of her guests. In this way she 
would be out of sight, yet able to catch a 
glimpse now and then of the people at 
supper, hear a phrase or so. This would 
afford her a wider margin for decision. 
Perhaps alone tonight she could reach 
some composure of thinking. 

Supper proceeded with as small concern 
as if in reality Lita were a humble serving- 
maid unseen in the kitchen, and the guests 
just any people. One candle in a pewter 
candlestick at each end of the scoured 
wooden table threw an eerie light on the 
faces of the diners. Mrs. Gammige bustled 
in and out, grateful for Lita’s competent 
help, though she had at first demurred. 
“Don’t say a word about me, please,” Lita 
begged her. “I came here for a long rest 
and I really don’t care to see strangers.” 

Mrs. Gammige nodded her promise. 
Lita still wore her woollen skirt, clumsy 
shoes and grey jumper. She had also pulled 
on a tight cap, laughingly remarking that 
as she was playing at being chef, she’d keep 
her hair out of sight. But she knew that in 
case of a vanishing glimpse of her, this 
drab ensemble would be the best disguise. 

Once her heart stopped beating when she 
heard Conté ask Mrs. Gammige if by 
chance there had been at any time a Miss 
Lita Ferrald on the Island. This emergency 
she had completely ignored. But Mrs. 
Gammige, whisking off plates from the 
wooden table, evaded the question with 
amazing glibness. “If there’d been such a 
body here . . . I'd of heard teil of her.” 
A moment later she smiled at Lita in 
laughing connivance. “No need for folks 
to know what ain’t their business.” 


AFTER SUPPER when the others had 
gone to walk, Conté smoked his familiar 
short pipe before the open fire. Lita 
watched him from the shadow of the door. 
She longed to go to him, to confess her 
presence, to see his dark eyes smiling down 
at her, as he told her about the leopard 
lilies But she checked herself. They 
would all be gone tomorrow and life would 
continue without them. Thus she fought 
to hold her far-sought peace of mind. 

Later, outside in the darkness where she 
had escaped to breathe the keen night air, 
she brushed against Conté as he unex- 
pectedly turned the corner of the house. 
The touch of his coat sleeve on her hand 
was like the sweet stinging of thorns. “It 
is very beautiful here on your island,’’ he 
said in pleasant friendliness. ‘“‘You are 
more fortunate than you know in being 
able to live here always.’ There was a new 
and sadder echo in his voice 

She said nothing but waited since she 
could not easily pass him. “TI once had a 
friend,”” he continued as if thinking aloud, 
“who went away. She wandered here and 
there in distant places. I’ve grown to 
believe she was very wise. If she has lost 
much of the world’s pleasures she has also 
escaped much of its futility.” 

“Yes?” murmured Lita in a low voice, 
and trembled from head to foot. 

That night she slept little on the narrow 
kitchen couch. A high wind howled in the 
chimney. That meant a bad day for 
crossing the Channel tomorrow. Emotion- 
ally, in a dozen unforeseen ways. Lita was 
far more disturbed than she had thought 
possible. Curiously she had scarcely given 
a thought to Karol. Her imperious good 
looks were like thin shadows compared to 
Conté’s solid reality. Karol should count 
tremendously but she did not. Nor the 
other two In the dark, Lita scowled trying 
to recall what they looked like. One, of 
course, looked like Conté. The physical 
resemblance was startling, yet meant 
nothing. He was not Conté; and that was 
that. The other young woman was just 
another young woman. One man’s beloved 
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MRS. SAMUEL L. BARLOW ¢f Philadel 


phia, Pa., and New York City. Socialite .. 


horsewoman and dog lover... traveler... international 
. . collector and interior decorator. Her husband 


hostess. 
is a brilliant composer. 
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Mrs. Barlow's drawing room, 
in her New York City home 
with its rich 19th century French 
tapestries. 


Marble bust of 
Foel Barlow, Am- 
bassador to France 
in 1812, by Hou- 
don. 
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e%Grs. Barlow's winter house at Eze, on the 
French Riviera, overlooking the Mediterranean. 
There has been little change since medieval times. 


INTERNATIONAL HOSTESS 
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Mrs. Barlow considers Listerine Tooth Paste as much of a luxury in its 
small way as the antiques and tapestries that adorn her gracious homes 
in Gramercy Park, New York City, and Eze, on the French Riviera. 


“It seems that we have always used 
the products of the Lambert Com- 
pany. Naturally when Listerine Tooth 
Paste came out we were delighted to 
find that it came up to the usual high 
standards expected from such a con- 
servative old company. I particularly 
like the clean, exhilarating feeling it 
gives to the mouth after using—it 
reminds me of a fresh wintergreen 
berry picked off the ground in a New 
England pasture.” 


It is significant that men and women 
who could easily afford to pay any 
price for a dentifrice, prefer Lister- 
ine Tooth Paste, made by the makers 


of Listerine. Obviously, the price of 
25¢ could be no factor in their choice. 
They are won to it by its marvelous 
quality and the quick, satisfying re- 
sults it produces. 


If you have not tried it, do so now. 
See how much cleaner your teeth 
look. See how much brighter they 
become. Note how wonderfully clean 
and refreshed your mouth feels after 
its use. Remember that here is a 
product in every way worthy of the 
notable Listerine name; at a com- 
mon sense price. 

LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY 

(Canada) Limited, Toronto, Ont. 


LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE 
Large Size 25¢ .. . Double Size 40¢ 


MADE IN CANADA 
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Don’t Have 
Bad Days 


Keep your engagements, 
and keep comfortable 
regardless of the time 

of month 





As you suf- 
fering each 
month — need- 
lessly? That 
“regular” pain 
can be relieved. 
Thousands have 
proved it. For 
them, periodic 
pain is out. So is 
even discomfort 
at this difficult 
time. That’s a 
fact, and it’s just too bad for the 
woman who hasn’t learned how she 
can keep comfortable. 

Watch the calendar. At the first 
sign of approaching pain take a 
Midol tablet and drink a glass of 
water, and you may escape the ex- 
pected pain entirely. If not, asecond 
tablet should check it promptly. 

Midol helps many who have al- 
ways had a hard time. And the 
relief is lasting; two tablets should 
see you through your worst day. 
Yet they form no habit. But don’t 
ever be misled by ordinary pain 
tablets offered as a specific for 
menstrual pain! Midol is a special 
medicine, for this special purpose. 

Are you a martyr to regular pain? 
Must you favor yourself, and save 
yourself, certain days of every 
month? Midol might change all 
this. Midol will always relieve 
periodic pain — at any stage. A 
million women have accepted the 
relief of Midol — and go serenely 
through their time. 

Get these tablets in any drug 
store —they’re usually right out 
on the toilet goods counter. 
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CHATELAINE'S MOVIE GUIDE 


= 


THIS GUIDE to current movies is meant 
to cover not only the latest metropolitan 
releases, but also the films that may be 
coming around to your neighborhood 
theatre. If parents would pay as much 
attention to the movies their children 
attend as they do to the books their child- 
ren read, there would be fewer complaints 
about the movies. No one would suggest 
for a moment that all books should be 
brought down to the mental level of a 
child, and there is no reason (except par- 
ents’ complete lack of interest in what their 
children are going to see) why movies 
should be treated differently from the 
printed page. In this guide, where a pic- 
ture is not recommended for children, it 
does not mean that the picture is obscene 
by any means. Many movies today deal 
with themes that are above the ordinary 
child mentality and would not be appre- 
ciated. Sometimes, without being objec- 
tionable to adults, they present action 
where the motivation is not clear to a child 
and might be misconstrued in an undesir- 
able fashion. On the other hand, certain 
pictures, notably the adventure type, 
might be recommended for normal child- 
ren, while they would shock a nervous or 
timid one. 


Must 
The Great Ziegfeld. Elaborate, glamorous 
and stunning musical show with William 
Powell as the great glorifier. Very long— 
three hours—it will probably be shown 
first as a road show. 


Rose Marie. Even though you and I do 
feel funny about those warbling mounties, 
Nelson Eddy and Jeanette MacDonald 
can sing away qualms of righteous indig- 
nation. Allan Jones is in for some inciden- 
tal grand opera, without which no musical 
film is complete. 

Magnificent Obsession. Majority of 
women seem to think the title refers to 
Robert Taylor, who shares the lead with 
Irene Dunne. Good story and elaborate 
production. Slight “Oxford Group” angle 
to plot. The youngsters will probably 
enjoy it even though they don’t get it. 

Follow the Fleet. Fred Astaire, Ginger 
Rogers and seven tunes by Irving Berlin. 
Nuf sed! 

Trail of the Lonesome Pine. Old favorite 
novel and play brought up to date with 
natural color that threatens to sweep the 
industry into rainbow hues. If you like 
the great outdoors, you'll like this. 

Captain Blood. A rip-roaring adventure 
on the Spanish Main with Errol Flynn to 
make your heart skip a beat. Your hus- 
band will enjoy it too, and look perfectly 
goofy while Olivia de Havilland is on the 
screen. For the youngsters it’s a romantic 
alliance between the Boys’ Own and the 
Girls’ Own Annual. 

First a Girl. Jessie Matthews in a smart 
musical with some grand tunes and a yarn 
that is terrificly hilarious. For the first 
time in my life I even thought Sonnie Hale 
was funny. 

The 39 Steps. Spy comedy-melodrama 
that is a humdinger. Robert Donat and 
Madeleine Carroll put it over in grand 
style. 

The Ghost Goes West. Robert Donat, 
thanks to Alexander Korda, has a worthy 
successor to “The 39 Steps.” Lots of 
comedy for everyone. 


y ROLY YOUNG 


Ah, Wilderness. Eugene O'Neill laughs 
at puppy love, and makes everybody else 
laugh with him. 

Mutiny on the Bounty. Don’t tell if you 
haven’t seen this one yet. A “Must” for 
every member of the family. 

A Night at the Opera. If you like those 
cinemaniacs. the Marx Brothers, you'll 
think this is a panic, but if they don’t 
appeal to you, make a point to skip it. 

Tale of Two Cities. Ronald Colman and 
Blanche Yurka in an emotional yarn of 
the French Revolution. based on the 
Dickens book. Will probably be among 
the year’s best ten pictures. 


Should 

She Married Her Boss. Claudette Col- 
bert in a very amusing exposé of what are 
popularly, or is it unpopularly, called 
“office romances.” 

Ceiling Zero. Typical man’s picture 
about the perils of civil aviation that 
hubby might like on the children’s night 
out. 

I Found Stella Parish. One of Kay 
Francis’s best films, showing what awful 
dirty dogs us newspaper guys can be. 

Transatlantic Tunnel. A Jules Vernesque 
romance of the future with tricky gadgets. 
A grand picture for the boys. 

Anna Karenina. If you are a Garbo 
fan, take this at a matinee because your 
man won't be very enthusiastic about it. 

Whipsaw. Unimportant but consis- 
tently amusing yarn about a girl jewel 
thief and a G-man. 

Anything Goes. Perfectly insane com- 
edy; you’ve heard most of the tunes on the 
radio. Bing Crosby and Ethel Merman 
head cast in a high-class version of the 
Marx Brothers inane humor. 

Annie Oakley. Very amusing story of 
the sharp-shootin’ gal star of Buffalo Bill's 
famous old wild west show. 

King of Burlesque. Elaborate and well- 
done backstage musical show. Warner 
Baxter is still putting chorus girls through 
their paces. 

Man Who Broke the Bank at Monte 
Carlo. Unimportant but highly amusing 
light comedy with Ronald Colman. Don’t 
let all the money make you jealous; it’s all 
phoney stage money. 

Strike Me Pink. You've got to like 
Eddie Cantor’s broadcasts to go for this 
one. 

The Petrified Forest. 1 thought the best 
part of this was the fact that Leslie How- 
ard got killed at the end, but I realize that 
is treason in a women’s magazine. 

Dangerous. Bette Davis holding her own 
magnificently as the screen’s prize slut. 
Franchot Tone reforms her. Not for 
children. 

Maybe 


Lady of Secrets. You've got to be very 
fond of Ruth Chatterton and Otto Kruger. 

Dance Band. Ditto Buddy Rogers. 

Mister Hobo. Of course it’s George 
Arliss behind them thar whiskers! 

It’s in the Air. They didn’t do so hot by 
our Jack Benny. 

Collegiate. Great big meaningless musical 
with Jack Oakie and Joe Penner. 

Rose of the Rancho. Big, beautiful and 
boring. 
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A regular 25¢ 
purse flask of 


Moore's =~ f 
MITCHAM LAVENDER PERFUME 








with each purchase of 


POTTER & MOORE'S 
(Cy; “a 


POWDER & CREAM 
inONE— i 


No less than 
thirty prominent 
film stars recom- 
mend this time- 
saving and 
money - saving 
complexion make- 
up—powder and 
cream in one. 
Applied like face 
cream—with the 
finger tips — it 
gives a perfect 
mot —- be 
ish. In powder 
shades. All the The Crempact has 
beauty aid a @ mirror outside, 

woman needs. 


This combination box of Crempact and 
Mitcham Lavender Perfume makes an ideal 
gift—and costs only the 
regular price of Crem- 
pact alone—S0c. 












Ask about P & M Blush Cream (Rouge). 
N. S. Wright & Co. Ltd., Toronto, Sales Agts, 





INVESTORS 


OU, too, can rely on The 
Financial Post and safeguard 
your investments. ‘ 


Now, in addition to its always 
dependable investment news, is 
added a new department of pre- 
cise interest to women—THE 
WOMAN INVESTOR. 


FREE! Subscribers by mail to The 


Financial Post receive per- 
sonal replies by letter to their enquiries 
about Canadian securities. 


Annual subscription price—$5, 
or, as a special offer, 10 weeks 
for $1. Mail the coupon today. 


THE FINANCIAL POST, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto, Canada. 


Send me The Financial Post by mail for 


in payment. 
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She reached out to grasp the man’s 
collar. As he partially turned toward her 
in the water—and somehow he had man- 
aged to keep afloat—his eyes gleamed 
under wet hair flattened against his fore- 
head. There was no recognition in them. 
His face was a ghastlier white than the 
yeasty foam about it 

Lita felt her legs working somewhere 
lixe numb, automatic pistons. Her words, 
considering the extremity of the situation, 
were a super-absurdity. ‘I knew,’’ she 
gasped, “it couldn’t be Conté, after all. 
You haven’t a mole . on your left 
brow.” Water choked her as she held on. 

The eyes gazed at her, alive yet glassy 
with chill. Then the lips formed the words 
without speech. “Hurt. . . sorry.” 

Those voices behind her were still 
calling, loud and louder now, blended 
aueerly as if the rush of the waves were a 
sieve through which they passed. Her 
legs worked up and down: in the push and 
pull of the water she was nearing the 
dories. Then a black cloud collapsed 
about her; every breath tore at her throat. 


LYING FLAT on her back Lita looked up 
at the round, red cheeks of Mrs. Gammige. 
“There, there, dearie,” soothed the 
woman, “you’re as safe as if you was in 
the pocket of a shirt.” 

Lita smiled, thinking that a very safe 
place to be after fighting with cold tides. 
Then another figure swiftly bent over her. 
Dark eyes brushing hers. 

Mrs. Gammige, knowing a thing or two 
when she saw it, considerately left. ‘You 
saved my brother Ronnie’s life,” an- 
nounced Conté softly. 

“I didn’t mean to. Truly I didn’t,” 
protested Lita weakly. ‘‘That makes a 
grand . . . total of two in your family.” 

Over the man’s face passed an expres- 
sion of unbelieving. 

Lita touched Conté’s arm bound in a 
splint. “Hurt?” she murmured. 

“Yes; thrown against the side of the 
dory trying to save Karol from falling. 
She got up to change her seat. Brian lost 
an oar. Karol somehow knocked it out of 
his hand. Ronnie leaped, too, but stumbled. 
Boat was pitching frightfully ‘ all 
scared to death. He wrenched his leg as 
he went overboard; that’s why he couldn’t 
swim.” 

“I thought,” insisted the girl, “until 
just before I reached him, that it was you; 
then I knew, of course, there’d be a fluke 
somewhere. It always happens to me 
like that. I suddenly remembered what 
you'd said about your twin brother, and I 
saw here how he resembled you. In all the 
coldness and rough water—I was so mad I 
nearly let him go. I was so furious.” 

“Strange, wonderful girl. You still talk 
in parables. Why, why, my stubborn, 
courageous little zanie, didn’t you speak to 
me last evening? I might have missed you 
for all my life, and I’ve come so far.”’ 

She answered this question with another. 
“And Karol?” 

He frowned. “‘Ronnie’s wife.’’ Compre- 
hension dawned on him. ‘You poor, 
benighted idiot, did you think for a 
moment she was mine? She was engaged 
to him that summer two years ago when 
we were at the Cove. Asked me to be nice 
to her. I just came along with them and 
another friend of Karol’s to make up the 
cruise party. Had a dim, demented hope I 
might run across you somewhere.” 

Lita feared the light on her face might 
betray her too soon. 

“Can’t you understand,” Conté was 
saying. “I had to let you go when you 
wanted to? You're one of those difficult 
people who must first find life for them- 
selves. And to think I was so near, and 
nearly lost you.” 

“Wait a minute, Conté. I’ve something 
to say which may change your feelings. 
The real reason behind my illness and long 
strain of nervous exhaustion.” 

“Never mind. I’m not interested.” He 
smiled indulgently. 

Lita’s voice was low yet distinct. “TI 
must. Please listen. I’ve hated your 
mother. I’ve hated her all these years. I 


saved your brother Keith from drowning 
and she accused me of ruining all his 
chances for a normal life.”’ 

“So,” said the man gazing at her, “‘it 
was you.” 

“Yes, please listen! A picnic up on one of 
those high grassy bluffs above a rocky 
Cove. Loads of people; games, confusion; 
so much going on that anything might 
happen. Karol was there with a frisky 
half-grown puppy. She was a stranger, 
some friend visiting one of the other 
guests.” 

Conté’s unhurt hand held Lita’s in a 
warm, reassuring grasp. 

“Keith was there, too, and your mother. 
He persisted in playing too near the edge 
of the bluff; made me nervous as I knew 
the soil was crumbly. At last I warned 
your mother but she resented it, saying he 
could take care of himself and was very 
sure-footed. After a while I even asked 
Karol if she wouldn’t call her dog away 
from the edge, because I could see the boy 
was absorbed in his antics. She just 
laughed and said something about letting 
children alone. I was just turning away 
when I saw the puppy bounce on a 
hummock of grass at the very edge. 
‘Call him,’ I cried to Karol, ‘the boy is 
trying to catch him. The hummock may 
give way.’ 

“But it was too late. Keith made a 
clutch for the puppy. The earth crumbled 
under him. I saw his arms fly up as he fell 
shrieking down the bluff.” 

Lita paused, tense over the reliving of 
that tragic scene. “Your mother’s back 
was turned at the moment. She had not 
seen how it happened, nor had the others. 
She began screaming for someone to help 
him. Karol was crawling out to get her dog 
who was frantically clawing the edge with 
his forepaws. People began shouting but 
no one did anything. It was only a minute 
I suppose; it seemed a century. I knew the 
child had struck the ledge geing down. I 
heard the loose stones rattling after him. I 
had been a pretty fair swimmer and I 
didn’t mind the high dive. I went after 
him. The Cove proved to be shallow, 
and I was almost as badly hurt as Keith 
by the sharp rocks. I got him ashore, 
though.” 

Conté’s breath was on her hair. “Yes, 
dear. Must you revive all this old trouble?” 

She nodded. “It wouldn’t be fair, not to. 
The rest was hideous. Your mother nearly 
hounded me to death. She raved and 
ranted at me, saying I had been so clumsy 
in the rescue I had hurt the boy; that he 
would have been all right if I had saved 
him properly. Sounds incredible, but I 
could see her anger against me was a fierce 
justification of her own weakness where 
Keith was concerned. She could not bear, 
Conté, to deprive him, even of danger. Her 
insane devotion made her ruthless and 
blind. One of those impossible situations 
which grow worse the more you try to 
right it. Your mother grew malicious by 
circulating untrue reports about me. And 
this heaped on much pain and days of 
suffering myself. I finally fled to the 
country. Naturally five years later, when I 
saw you, I did not try to find out who you 
were. I liked you and I thought you’d 
despise me, being prejudiced. It was a 
daily, nerve-wracking strain, and,” she 
repeated, “I liked you so very much.” 

He was still smiling, unmoved by the 
implication of her narrative. “Can’t you 
tune up that word to greater power, 
darling?” 

“It’s all right then, with you? I loved 
you so very much.” 

“That’s better. Forget the musty, 
fusty old trouble. I agree it was unneces- 
sary and entirely mother’s fault, though 
she could not have known the extent of 
harm done to you. What you really 
needed was to get it out of your system 
long ago. It’s been steaming away there 
like a caldron of poison. You were very 
brave, very proud and very childish. 
Marry me, and let’s go home tomorrow. 
How does that hit you?” 

“T have no home to go to.” 

{Continued on page 96} 
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STRAINED BACK 


SPADING HIS GARDEN 





But good old Absorbine Jr. 
Soon brought relief 


turning over the top 

soil for a spring vegetable 

garden, Grandpa K* put too 

much enthusiasm into the task 
for his elderly years. 


Result: a strained and very sore 
back that probably would have 
stopped his gardening for the sea- 
son (and disturbed his sleep for 
many nights) had “mother” not 
promptly, vigorously and fre- 
quently applied Absorbine Jr. 


This marvelous old liniment, 
Grandpa K reports, stopped the 
pain so rapidly that, as usual, he 
got his seed in ahead of the 
neighbors. 

For sore muscles, strained liga- 
ments, aches, bruises, cuts and the 
like, you simply can’t beat sooth- 
ing and swift-acting Absorbine Jr. 
And, of course, it’s a marvel for 
killing the fungi that cause 
Athlete’s Foot. Economical, too, 
because a bit goes so far. Get a 
bottle today at your druggist’s— 
$1.25. For free sample, fill out 
and mail coupon below. 

* Based on actual letter from our files 


W. F. YOUNG, INC. 

242 Lyman Bidg., Montreal, Canada 
Gentlemen: I should like personally to test 

Absorbine Jr. Kindly send a free sample to 


ABSORBINE JR. 


(MADE IN CANADA) 
Relieves sore muscles, bruises, 
muscular aches, sprains, 

Athlete's Foot 
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personality had partially blocked her vision. 

Why churn up old troubles when she 
knew she was quite outside Conté’s life and 
interests now? Better wisdom to let them 
go and say nothing. “Go to sleep,” she 
charged herself. No, she’d not see the 
Island visitors in the morning. 

As often happens when people tangle 
themselves in a snarl of indecision, other 
matters outside Lita’s control conspired 
to shape her affairs. Next morning she 
sought the familiar niche in the rocks 
above the wharves. The wind pushed at 
her with ungentle force. “Rough day for 
crossing the Channel, miss,” a lone 
fisherman hailed her. ‘No one hardly to 
haul the folks over to the mainland but 
Brian.” His eyes crinkled up with humor. 
“And he’s the devil’s own errand boy— 
afraid of nothing.” 

Anxiety touched her next question. 
“Will he be able to get there?” 

“He’s a-setting out to,”” was the calm, 
ominous reply. 

The sea looked angry and forbidding. It 
growled like ogres fighting at a feast. As 
Lita waited in the rock niche, the wind 
pressed against her as if she were held 
there by the palm of a great hand. Her 
woollen skirt flapped about her ankles; her 
heart hurried and halted from minute to 
minute as she watched for the visitors to 
come to the wharf. 

Then perversely she wished she had not 
come to see this doleful departure. Queer 
how your body persisted in taking you to 
the very place your better judgment has 
disavowed! A loneliness, grey and wide as 
the sea, spread about her. Desperately she 
longed to go home with the others. But she 
had no home to go to. She watched the 
road, sheltered from view by the cold 
clammy rocks on which she stood. 

And just as the dreaded supper the night 
previous had begun and ended with the 
march of minutes, so the departure of the 
Island guests. In a quarter of an hour the 
open dory had pushed off from the wharf. 
No fuss, no good-bys. Lita’s sharp mo- 
ment for decision was over: life would go 
on as before. She hardly felt the knife-edge 
of the wind. Her heart seemed to have 
left her body and gone with Brian’s boat. 
She was a shell, light and empty, standing 
on the cliff. 

The long fisherman lingered on the 
wharf watching the outgoing dory. Beyond 
the shelter of the long breakwater waited 
the treachery of the cross-currents. Now 
the boat, looking small as a toy, rocked 
violently and whirled about. She did not 
head into the seas but bobbed this way 
and that. The man on the wharf cupped 
his mouth with both hands and called up 
to Lita. “Something wrong out there!” 

The girl was down beside him in half a 
minute. “Looks like Brian’s lost an oar 
somehow,” now remarked the fisherman, 
“though I don’t nowise understand it. 
Having a proper bad time of it.” 

“Brian . . . lost an oar?” 

“Don’t sound sensible, I know, him 
being one of the best seamen along these 
shores; but kind of looked to me as if one o’ 
them female ladies might of stood up and 
then pitched over as a sea come. Maybe 
she stove into the oar-handle and knocked 
it clean out of his grip. I’ve knowed it to 
happen before. It’s powerful hard to hold 
steady in that cross-rip.” 

Lita was down two rungs of the wharf- 
ladder before the fisherman had stopped 
speaking. “Hurry! We've got to go out 
there to help.”” She jumped into a fishing 
dory and the man above threw down the 
lines, climbing in after them. Emergencies 
arise with alarming rapidity on rugged 
sea-girt shores; people learn to act almost 
before they speak. 

No one else was on the wharf or road, as 
this was no day for fishing. 

Lita reached for a second pair of oars in 
another boat tied near by. And so, swift as 
a dream, they were heading out beyond the 
protection of the breakwater. 

An instinctive foreboding warned Lita 
not to waste strength on rowing. She 
might require all she had later. Now that 
they were down on the level of the sea, it 


was very hard to view what was happening 
ahead. They seemed to proceed with pain- 
ful slowness though the girl realized the 
stalwart vigor which pushed at the oars. 

On and on; riding the seas, plunging 
down into grey, crawling furrows. Now 
the gale caught them, and the’'stout little 
dory stood still, shaking from bow to stern 
as the fisherman held her against it. On 
again, the oars dipping and rising. Through 
the spray Lita saw at intervals that other 
boat, black on the grey-white restlessness 
of the water; the huddle of figures amid- 
ships; Brian doing his young and fearless 
utmost with a single oar in all the noisy 
tumult of the water. 

“What is your name?” Lita yelled back 
at the rower. 

“Jock !”” 


NOW THEY rocked in the creamy crawl 
of the outer tides. The girl rose to her 
knees, peering ahead. Pounds of water 
sprang at the bow in a white fan, and fell 
over her. At the next climb of the dory 
she looked again. They were now close 
enough so she could count the figures in 
that other dory. Brian holding his boat 
with incredible strength and skill; but how 
long could one oar bear the strain? The 
two women clinging together, the men who 
could do little but try to protect them from 
the water which sluiced aboard at every 
roll. Then confusion; after that Brian’s 
shout borne to them on the wind: ‘Man 
Overboard!” 

Lita knew now why she had not offered 
to help Jock with the rowing. No man in 
the Island could swim, though from child- 
hood to old age life was spent on the sea. 
Brian could not desert his dory. But—a 
chill, small smile twisted her lips—Karol 
could swim. Karol won contests and posed 
afterward for the newspapers. Here was 
her big dramatic chance. Would she take 
it? 

Jock was laying all his Island fortitude 
and muscle to the oars. They came on, 
rolling heavily. Now she could see better. 
Two women in Brian’s boat and one man, 
besides the rower. Was it Conté over- 
board? Even at this distance there was in 
that other male passenger a limp and 
helpless look, as if he, too, would go to the 
rescue but was prevented 

“Keep as close as you can to Brian,” 
Lita called to Jock. “Give him an oar if 
you can. I’m going.” 

As the two dories careered nearer one 
another, she dragged off her boots and 
reefer. She stood up. She heard Jock’s 
loud outraged roar of warning. Brian was 
shouting, too, but she did not listen. Once 
again to the rescue of a Cottrell; destiny 
tagged you no matter how far you ran 
away. 

She gave no thought to her bodily 
strength—she who had been frail and 
careful at home. Fear for Conté sent her 
like an arrow into the water boiling abouc 
the boat. The cold shock of that plunge 
nearly stopped her heart. She was cold 
with a numbness that burned through to 
her bones with a fiery ice. She choked, 
and glimpsed a body floundering near by. 
Perhaps Conté was all right and could save 
himself, but he was unused to the paralyz- 
ing chill of these northern waters. He 
might have a cramp; he might be hurt. 

Consciously Lita drew on a!l her reser- 
voir of strength and courage stored up 
during her Island stay. Exultantly she 
knew it would carry her through. 

The loud confusion of many waters 
roared in her ears, but the cold seemed to 
lessen as she fought her way forward. 
Behind her, the screaming and shouting 
grew fainter. 

Not for sport—but to save a life. 

A higher, more piercing shriek reached 
her—a woman’s. Karol would not risk a 
stroke, even to help her husband. Another 
thought came fast on this conclusion; no 
more than a hint but it slowed her progress. 
Just a second before she drew close to that 
figure tumbling in the smoke of spray, a 
flat sense of certainty laid her doubt. The 
final mockery of heroic effort! Could she 
have laughed, she would laugh then. 
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COUGHS 





by “Moist-Throat’’ Method 


When you catch cold, 
the thousands of tiny 
throat glands dry or 
clog. Sticky phlegm 
collects . . . makes 
you cough. Pertussin 
stimulates the nat- 
ural flow of moisture, 
and unclogs those 
glands. . . . Heavy 
phlegm loosens. Your 
throat is soothed. 


were aN 
Pertussin has been very widely pre- 
scribed by Doctors in 30 years and is 
on sale in practically every drug store. 


PERTUSSIN 


««Moist-Throat’’ Method of 
COUGH RELIEF 











games and a spelling bee besides! A 
quarter's worth that will pay big divi 


“The Life of the Party” 
e Life of the Party 
Do dull parties get you down? Here 
are fifty sure-fire cures for a dull eve 
25 dends to you and your friends. Mailed 
postpaid on receipt of 25 cents. 
TRANS - CANADA NEWS CO. 


ning, half-a-hundred kneck-out parlor 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 
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your 
TANGEE 
LIPSTICK 
TODAY! 


HOW LOVELY 
YOU LOOK, 
MOTHER- 

BRIGHT RED 

LIPS WERE 

NEVER 

BECOMING 

TO you! 


@ Tangee is truly an amazing lipstick. Itcan't 
— your lips bright red—for it isn’t paint! 
nstead, it contains a magic color-change prin- 
ciple. As you apply Tangee, it changes color 
to blend eesioal y with your own natural, in- 
dividual coloring—the shade most becoming 
to you. Then too, its special cream base keeps 
our lips soft, smooth and youthful. Try 
Tangee today—two sizes...50c and $1.00. 
Cheeks must look natural too. Tangee Creme 
Rouge also contains the magic color principle. 


UNTOUCHED: Lips without anylip- oe 
stick often look faded, make the | bid gs 
face seem older. t a. : 


PAINTED: Lips colored with paint 
look unnatural, coarse, and men 
don't like it. 


TANGEE: Intensifies the natural 
rose of your lips, ends that 
painted look. 





tlds Most Famous lipstick 


ANGEES 


ENDS THAT PAINTED LOOK 


j * 4-PIECE MIRACLE MAKE-UP KIT 
j Palmers Ltd., 750 Vitre St. W., Montreal, Can, 
{ Rush Miracle Make-Up Kit containing miniature 
j Tangee Lipstick, Rouge Compact, Creme 
j Rouge, Face Powder. Send 15c(stampsorcoin), 
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The sketch above illustrates how the house in the photograph could 
be remodelled. Have you discussed the possibilities for yours? 


Modernize Your Home 





EVERY DAY more people are realizing 
the tremendous possibilities in the reno- 
vation of outmoded houses which are 
structurally sound. It may be years before 
conditions will again be so favorable for 
the carrying out of long-desired alterations. 
The investment entailed will yield ade- 
quate dividends in the increased selling 
and renting value of the property and the 
satisfaction to the house dwellers. 

Building materials are at rock bottom 
prices. Due to a vast amount of research 
on the part of manufacturers in an effort 
to stimulate business, there are many new 
products on the market and others are 
greatly improved. Recently perfected 
devices for making the homemaker’s life 
more pleasant are almost without number. 
The cost of labor is correspondingly low. 
The most skilled mechanics are available 
for jobs of any size, and all workmen and 
contractors give you of their best in order 
to meet competition and secure work. 
This is truly the chance of a lifetime for 
anyone contemplating building of any kind. 

With summer and all outdoors calling 
her into green pastures, our wise modern 
woman begrudges hours of drudgery spent 
in a poorly planned house devoid of mod- 
ern convenience. Not confusing the happy 
business of homemaking with the mono- 
tony of unorganized housekeeping, she 
wisely demands efficiency in the equip- 
ment and operation of her household in 
order to gain for herself precious hours of 
freedom. 

Many of our homes were built at a time 
when habits of living were quite different 
from those of today. The living room, 
reserved for guests alone, was tiny; the 
dining room, enormous, adequate for the 
honored institution—-the family dinner. It 
was surpassed by the kitchen, which 
often attained majestic proportions with 
furniture for living room, dining room and 
kitchen combined. Thus the day-dreams 
and aspirations of the average woman are 
the enlargement of the living room, the 
modernization of kitchen, laundry and 


Building materials are at rock 
hottom, and wise folks are 


taking every advantage of it 


by G. S. ADAMSON 


bathroom, creation of closet space, and 
possibly the addition of a sunroom. 

The kitchen is the workshop of the 
house, to be adapted to the storing of sup- 
plies, the preparation and serving of food, 
and the washing of dishes. To be efficient 
it must be compact, well equipped, attrac- 
tively decorated and easily kept clean. 
Space in a too large kitchen may be taker 
for a laundry. A superfluous pantry may 
be refinished as a breakfast room. 

To obviate unnecessary steps, cupboards 
sinks, stove and serving table are arranged 
for a systematic programme. Cabinets 
with cupboards for supplies and dishes 
above and storage space below, provide 
continuous work counters. These are 
designed with recessed toe and knee space 
where the worker may stand or sit in com- 
fort. Disappearing cutting-boards and a 
marble baking-slab may be incorporated. 
Space near the sink is reserved for cleaners 
and oft-used utensils. Cooking materials 
are placed handily to the mixing table. 
The new sinks with drain-boards combined 
may be obtained in vitreous china, monel 
metal, or stainless steel at prices which 
permit their use in modest homes. Each is 
equipped with a single water-mixing swing 
faucet and hose spray for rinsing dishes 
and cleaning vegetables. These fixtures 
are frequently arranged in a recessed shelf 
so that they do not interfere with the free 
use of the sink. 

It is important that all work surfaces be 
at least thirty-four inches above the floor 
and the sink thirty-six inches. Work is 
made more pleasant when windows provid- 
ing for view, sunlight and ventilation are 
placed over work counters and sink. For 
economical operation the refrigerator 
should be placed at some distance from the 
stove, 

Modern kitchens feature the “work 
centre,”’ a desk where the housewife may 
keep her cook book, write out her grocery 
list, telephone, and plan her work. Floors 
are covered to the walls with resilient 
material easing to busy feet. Inlaid lino- 
leum and rubber tile are often used. Good 
lighting can be assured by the use of a cen- 
tral ceiling unit, with single lights over 
sink and work counter. It is cheerful to 
plan for the purchase of luxury equipment 
such as electrical toaster, clock, dishwash- 
ing machine, ventilating fan, beating and 
mixing appliance, automatic oven control, 
telephone extension, dumb waiter, wheeled 
serving table, incinerator, as the budget 
allows. {Continued on page 67} 
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Thinking of 
REMODELING? Then send 








— Se , 2 
@ Unused basement space becomes a 
Cheerful extra living room at smail 
cost. Insulating Board for the ceiling 
and J-M Asbestos Fiexboard for the 
walls do the trick! 








THOSE CEDARGRAIN 
SHINGLES WILL NEVER 
REQUIRE REPAIRING 
OR PAINTING $ 












Thinking of BUILDING 
A NEW HOME? Then 
this book is 
yours, FREE! 













--- and this illus- 
trated book explains 
how to go about fi- 
nancing your new 
homeand gives sug- 
gestions to help you 
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@ Charming J-M Asbestos Cedar- 
Grain Siding Shingles look just like 
weathered wood. Fireproof, wear- 
proof, will never require painting... 
In remodeling, go on over old shin- 
Giles ar clapboards. 


HE “101 BOOK,” above, is packed 
with all the latest ideas and pictureson 
how to “fix up” your home, inexpensively. 
How to put in a useful attic room; dress up 
the basement; put on a new roof of wear- 
proof asbestos shingles; make your shabby 
kitchen or bathroom gleaming, cheerful 
with colorful asbestos wainscoting; insulate 
your home against heat and cold; and doz- 
ens of other ideas for remodeling. 

Cr if you are planning to build, you'll 
want the “40 Points” home-building book. 

Above all, this book tells you how to have 
a “Triple-Insulated” house by using the 
latest scientifically developed materials. It 
tells how to “insulate” your home against 
jire, weather, wear; how your architect and 
builder can help you; how to arrange for 
the financing; and many other things. 

You can finance whatever remodeling work 
you have done through the convenient Johns- 






@J-M Rock Wool makes your home 
up to 15 degrees cooler in Summer. 
Shuts out cold, saves fuel bills up 
to 30% in Winter. 





@ You can have a beautiful, mod- 
ern bathroom like this with eco- 
nomical, gleaming ‘‘tile-like’’ J-M 
Asbestos Wainscoting. 





Manville Deferred Payment Plan which en- 
ables home owners to pay aslittle as 10% down. 
> FA ie I am planning to remodel my home. Send me the “101 
Book,”’ free (). | am considering building. Send me a free 
Building Material 
in Home Insulation [);: Insulating Board for extra rooms 
¥ (0; an Asbestos Shingle roof (); Cedargrain Asbestos Sid- 
VI ing Shingles (). 
. 7 


Johns-Manville. Sen? fer either book— FREE! 
copy of the ‘40 Points" book (J. I am especially interested 
Name 
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A sure way to avoid disappointment in buying apparel is to seek 
out garments bearing the trade-marks of responsible makers. 





Consider men’s shirts as an example. The maker of a nationally- 
advertised shirt makes it good enough to bear his signature. The 
label on his shirts is like his signature on a cheque. Just as he 
would not sign a cheque which the bank would mark “Not 
Sufficient Funds” so he would not label a shirt which a purchaser 
would return saying “Not Sufficient Goodness”. 





The branded and advertised shirt represents “sufficient goodness”. 
It fits well. The fabric is of good quality and the workmanship 
excellent. It is a shirt which will not dread a visit to the laundry. 


Put alongside this “autographed” shirt, one without a familiar 
name. Compare every detail of the “obscure” shirt with the 
details of the nationally-advertised shirt. Have the fabrics of both 
shirts inspected for grade and quality of fibre content; for color 
fastness; for shrinkage; for workmanship; for fitting of neck-band; 
and watch for skimping on material. 


Then, when these comparisons have been made, look at the price 
of each. You will undoubtedly conclude that the shirt of reputation, 
with an acknowledged parentage—the autographed, nationally- 
advertised shirt—is the best value. 


Shirts are illustrative of almost every other article of apparel. 
Every good thing has its pale-blooded competitor. Superficially, 
the good and the poor may look much alike but, on analysis, 
differences become apparent. 


Many products now in general use started as luxuries at hi ‘gh prices. 
National advertising has so increased their consum ption and pro- 
duction that they are now available to everyone at moderate prices. 


Refuse imitation products which are offered you for acceptance 
with the specious recommendation of “they are just as good.” 


{| This is one of a series of articles on why you should always ask for and insist on getting nationally-advertised products. } 
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Care of the 
Baby's Teeth 


by Dr. MeCULLOUGH 


FORMER CHATELAINE aarticles have 
pointed out that the quality of the baby’s 
teeth depends upon the food of the mother 
during pregnancy. Reference has been 
made to the people in the Island of Lewis, 
Scotland. The children here, though poor, 
living in “black houses” and in a rigorous 
climate, have bones and teeth unexcelled 
in children of the best homes. The reason 
is that the mothers eat plenty of sea-fish 
food, vegetables and coarse oatmeal. All 
sea fish supply the equivalent of cod-liver 
oil (halibut oil being the best.) 

The principal part of the teeth consists 
of dentine, which is a sort of bone. The 
enamel covering the teeth is somewhat of 
the character of skin layers. If the enamel 
is destroyed by the acids of the mouth, 
decay of the teeth may occur. Condition 
of the teeth depends chiefly upon the diet 
of mother and child. 


Symptoms Accompanying Teething 


In days gone by, (and still sometimes), 
all sorts of baby disorders were ascribed 
to teething. Among these were diarrhoea, 
disturbed digestion, convulsions, bronchi- 
tis or a rash. 

Teething is very seldom the cause of 
such disturbances. In a few there may be 
some loss of appetite, irritability and rest- 
lessness, or a little fever. 

Teething is a natural process and almost 
invariably proceeds without causing any 
illness or distressing symptoms. If teeth- 
ing did cause sickness, the baby would 
probably be constantly ill from six months 
to 21% years of age, as teething is a continu- 
ous process during this period. 


Care of the Teeth 


Teeth should be 
kept clean from the 
earliest days. Dur- 
ing the first year, 
the use of a simple 
mouth-wash of bor- 
acic solution, a tea- 
spoonful to a tum- 
blerful of boiled 
water, is sufficient. 
After the first year, 
a soft brush with a 
simple tooth powder 
of precipitated chalk 
may be used after 
meals and at bed- 





time. Particles of food should be removed 
from between the teeth by means of floss 
silk, and a quill toothpick. The child may 
soon be taught to keep the teeth clean. 
The care of the first teeth, which usually 
exist until the end of the sixth year, is of 
the highest importance. 

Defective and decayed teeth may saddle 
the child with infections which will imperil 
or shorten his life. Many forms of illness 
result from pus-laden teeth. The germs of 
diphtheria and tuberculosis have been 
found in tooth cavities. The teeth are 
designed for the purpose of finely mincing 
the food; they are indispensable aids to 
good digestion. If the teeth are defective, 
if they are so irregular that their grinding 
surfaces do not meet properly, if they dis- 
tribute pus and disease to the food, diges- 
tion will be defective, and the growth and 
health of the child may be seriously 
impaired. 

+ 


The Question Box 


Question—I have a small daughter, 
two years old, who sucks her fingers. 
Nothing I do seems to stop her.—(Mrs.) 
R.L.R., Lloydminster, Sask. 


Answer—No treatment has proved of 
much value in stopping this habit. The 


less attention paid to it the better. 
+ + * 


Question—I have a baby girl, 12 
months old. How can I train her so as to 
prevent soiling the diapers.—(Mrs.) A. G., 
Ottawa, Ont. 


Answer—Persis- 
tent training in good 
toilet habits is the 
only way. Set aside 
a time, preferably 
in the mornings, for 
use of the toilet and 
stick to it. Baby 
book sent. 


* * * 


Question In 
your reply to (Mrs.) 
D.S.M.H., Atlantic 
Mass., you state: 
“If you can use 
powder about the 
parts it should be 
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To spank 


or not 





to spank? 


Would you punish a child for this? 


Gaovrs A CHILD be spanked when 
he refuses to take a laxative he 
hates? Millions of mothers say: 
“NO!” 

They believe in working with the 
child—not against him. So when 
their children need a laxative they 
use one all youngsters love to take 
—Castoria! 





Do you know that even the taste of 
Castoria is made especially for 
children? It’s one laxative they 
take without struggling. And that’s 
mighty important. For the gagging 
a child undergoes when forced to 
take a bad-tasting laxative can 
seriously upset his digestion. 





But good taste is only one reason 
why you should use Castoria. An- 
other reason is . Castoria is 
SAFE, gentle—yet thorough. 
Unlike some “grown-up” laxa- 


tives, Castoria has no strong, purg- 
ing drugs. It won’t form a habit— 
and it will never, never cause 
griping pains. 





It’s wise to keep Castoria handy, 
always. Get the thrifty Family- 


Size Bottle tonight. 





CASTORIA 
The Children’s 


Laxative 






from babyhood to 11 years 
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is 


forthe difficult months 
when babies need most care. 


@ Babies need vegetables in their diet at an 
early age to supply vitamins and minerals which 
are deficient in milk and cereals. Millions of 
mothers have tried to prepare them in their 
own kitchens, but the results are not always 
satisfactory. 

To begin with, most vegetables obtainable in 
the stores are days old—sometimes weeks old— 
and have lost some of their vitamin content. 
The methods used in preparing them in home 
kitchens further rob vegetables of their vitamin 
and mineral values. Exposure to air, long boil- 
ing, pouring off the cooking water — these three 
things are fatal to vitamin value. 


Traditional Heinz Skill 
Long before Heinz Strained Foods were an- 


nounced Heinz, in co-operation with a leading 
institute of research, had conducted extensive 
feeding tests and vitamin studies. 

With Heinz thoroughness, the subject of 
strained foods for infants was studied, and 
modern new methods were perfected. 

Now, vegetables grown under Heinz super- 
vision are rushed from gardens to the Heinz 
plant at Leamington and converted within a 
very short time after picking, into flavourful, 
vitamin-laden foods for your baby. 


HEINZ 
® Cecepted 


The new 100-page “Heinz Book of Salads and Meat 
Recipes” —a beautiful work, sent for 25¢ or for 10¢ and 
labels from 3 tins of Heinz Soups. Address H. J. Heinz 
Company, Dept. C9, Toronto. 





The Heinz Process 


Heinz strained vegetables are not cooked 
slowly in water, but rapidly and thoroughly with 
dry steam, thus avoiding loss of soluble vitamins. 
No air reaches them while being cooked or 
strained. All juices and flavours are retained. 

After cooking, they are put through extremely 
fine sieves — much finer than those used in home 
kitchens. The consistency is denser, and, for this 
reason, Heinz Strained foods go farther. 

Vitamin studies show that in Heinz Strained 
Foods—the vitamin content has been most 
efficiently retained. They have the full mineral 
content of fresh vegetables. 


At What Age Are Heinz 
Strained Foods Recommended? 

The age for beginning Heinz Strained Foods 
depends upon the doctor—in general, between 
the 4th to 5th months. Spinach and carrots are 
usually first to be used, followed by tomatoes, 
vegetable soup, later by green beans, peas and 
beets. Prunes are usually begun by the 6th 
month, and strained cereal between the Sth 
to 6th month. 

Try three tins of Heinz Strained Foods, 
Notice how readily your baby takes to them. 
Do away with the tedious work of preparation 
and know that your baby is getting an abund- 
ance of precious vitamins and minerals. Heinz 
prices are low. 


Heinz Strained Foods are pre- 
pared at our Canadian Plant in 
Leamington, Your dealer has them 
or can get them for you. 


STRAINED 


FOODS © 


STRAINED 
TOMATOES 
_37 


STRAINED 
BEANS 


57 
Varieties 
_ PBs seems 


STRAINED 
CARROTS 


With Cengais AND 
Yeas? exTRact 


CSTD 1969 


STRAINED 


CEREAL| 


UNSEASONED 
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Modernize Your Home 


(Continued from page 63) 





WASHDAY IS indeed Blue Monday if the 
laundry is darkly uninspiring and incon- 
venient. For light, air, and easy access to 
the drying yard, the laundry is wisely 
located on the ground floor. It should be 
provided with floor drain, laundry tubs 
placed under the large window, built-in 
ironing board of sensible size, storage cup- 
board for washing supplies, several outlets 
for electrical washer, ironer, and dryer, and 
a gas plate or small stove for the wash 
boiler. To prevent damp and weary feet 
rubber standing pads are strategically 
placed, 

In the bathroom let us replace the un- 
hygienic and unsightly equipment of a 
generation ago with scientifically designed 
fixtures of modern beauty and complete 
sanitation. The lavatory may be of stur- 
dily built pedestal type; a wall fixture with 
concealed trap and pipe, or the type with 
extra large bowl resting on chromium- 
plated tubular supports which may be used 
as towel racks. The mixer faucet supplies 
lavatory and tub with water at any desired 
temperature. Built -in tub and shower are 
vastly convenient, The modern quiet 
syphon-jet type of toilet with extended lip 
and sloping open-front seat has been 
approved by physicians. 

Shower and toilet may be given separ- 
ate compartments. A full length mirror is 
almost a necessity. Accessories for holding 
and storing towels and face cloths, hot 
water bag, cosmetics, toilet paper, a hook 
for the razor strop, a receptacle for razor 
blades when built-in, assure permanent 
beauty and usefulness. Chromium-plated 
hardware does not tarnish, and can be 
readily cleaned with a damp cloth. The 
lighting should be indirect, on either side 
of the mirror and in each compartment. 
Recover old floors with rubber, ceramic or 
vitreous tile, or linoleum, preferably inlaid. 
Walls are improved by treatment with tile 
or Keene’s cement, with the upper part done 
with glazed paper, wallpaper varnished, or 
painted decorator’s cotton. 

Since in the business of living the aver- 
age family spends more time in the living 
room than in the dining room, the tendency 
now is to give more space to the former. 
Non-carrying partitions may be removed, 
or doorways widened into arches to com- 
bine two rooms. The removal of poorly 
placed verandahs and the cutting of French 
doors or bay windows, allow for the admis- 
sion of sunlight and fresh air and give the 
sensation of added space. Proper alloca- 
tion of large pieces of furniture should be 
considered before making new wall open- 
ings. 

In any home the open hearth is the best 
of good companions, In formal rooms man- 
telpieces of wood, cut stone, or marble are 
more in keeping with the treatment than 
those of brick. Where careful attention is 
paid to the size of front and chimney open- 
ings and the construction of damper and 
smoke chamber, it is practical to add a fire- 
place to an exterior wall of almost any 
room. In living room, library, or bedroom, 
built-in bookcases with cabinets below for 
magazines and oddments increase the 
atmosphere of ease and hospitality. 


IN A HOUSE well planned there is no 
waste space. Neglected attics and base- 
ments are finished excellently and cheaply 
for recreation rooms, play rooms and bed- 
rooms, by the use of unfinished or plas- 
tered gypsum or fibre board, or wood 
sheathing. Corners are utilized for clothes 
closets, which may be cedar lined, for linen 
press, laundry or waste chutes, and out-of- 
the-way storage for mops and sweepers, 
bridge tables and folding chairs. Dining 
and breakfast rooms are complemented by 
corner cupboards and dressers. Old- 


fashioned trunk rooms may be converted 
into dressing rooms or extra baths. By 
claiming a section of the entrance hall one 
may Create a vestibule, preferably finishing 
it with tiled floor. A coat room is a neces- 
sity, and a downstair washroom and 
toilet are desirable. Dressing rooms should 
feature full-length mirrors and wardrobes 
designed to accommodate every article of 
clothing and accessory. 

If a door blocks a passage when opened, 
it should be reswung or moved to a new 
location. When new floors are contem- 
plated, the supporting joists must be made 
sound and the existing floor true and level. 
The use of heavy waterproof paper under 
the new floor of rooms immediately over 
the basement, and felt paper as a cushion 
for all other new floors is advised. A long- 
wearing finish, resistant to water spots, is 
secured by scraping, sanding, staining and 
filling, followed by two thin coats of white 
shellac, lightly sanded, and wax sparingly 
used in several applications, each thor- 
oughly worked into the wood. 


A MAXIM for interior decoration is that 
room coloring be graduated from darkest 
at the floor to light at the ceiling. Walls 
may be finished with paper, decorator’s 
cotton or textured plaster, or panelled 
with wood or panel substitute, Colors 
should blend or contrast with restful 
effect. Unless you are very sure of your 
artistic genius, avoid the symphony of a 
Turner sunset and prefer rather the sooth- 
ing combinations of safer coloring. North 
rooms require warm colors, patterned 
upholstery and drapes, and pictures require 
neutral walls for background. Dominant 
shades should be confined to accents rather 
than to large areas. Except in kitchen, 
bathroom and laundry, woodwork with a 
rubbed finish is preferable to high gloss. 
The highly ornate woodwork bequeathed 
us by the late-Victorians was much over- 
done and may be replaced with good effect 
by that of chaste design. 

A worn-out heating plant is best re- 
placed by a new installation. For economy 
in fuel consumption, otherwise satisfactory 
equipment may be augmented by a blower 
and, if it is a hot air furnace, by a forced- 
circulation fan, Fully automatic operation 
is provided by an oil or gas burning plant. 
From the standpoint of health, humidifica- 
tion and air conditioning are most impor- 
tant, and some device should be incorpor- 
ated into the system regardless of what 
type of heating is chosen. The comfort of 
an independent source of hot water for all- 
year-round service has an appeal for every 
home. It is not difficult to select a service- 
able and reasonably priced heater. 

Your heating system is performing at a 
great disadvantage if lack of insulation is 
permitting the warmth to escape. By fil- 
ling the spaces between the framing of the 
walls and ceilings with one of the commer- 
cial preparations of vegetable pulp, wood 
fibre and mineral products, well known on 
the market, and by the use of storm sash, 
caulking and weatherstripping, your fuel 
bill is reduced and your comfort assured. 

A damp cellar is aecidedly out of date. 
Where moisture is seeping in through seri- 
ous cracks in the foundations, the walls 
should be underpinned with concrete and 
the damaged portions repaired. Walls and 
floor may then be coated with waterproof- 
ing compound. If a new wing is built, be 
careful to provide for adequate drainage. 

Let the uninitiated take careful thought 
when making radical alterations to the 
exterior of the house. A well-designed ent- 
rance doorway or an inviting terrace is 
always a good substitute for an unsightly 
verandah. Small-paned windows may 
happily replace sash embodying large star- 
ing sheets of glass. Ornamental shutters 
will relieve the monotony of an otherwise 
barren facade. Painstakingly remove all 
“gingerbread” ornamentation if you would 
improve your house. In altering an exter- 
ior, one must be governed by rules of 
design, such as balance, scale and harmony 
of form, The best results are conceded to 
the carrying-out of a scheme in traditional 
architectural style. 


i 
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There’s nothing like 


a family group... 
(for spreading colds) 





Scientists in recent laboratory tests, show ordinary hand- 
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kerchiefs allow cold germs to escape to hands, clothing — 
everywhere, The same tests prove Kleenex holds fast over 99% 
of all cold germs that touch it. So you see... 


KLEENEX CHECKS 
THE SPREAD OF COLDS! 


Doctors recommend Kleenex. 
Hospitals insist on its use for handker- 
chiefs. Why ? Because they know that 
the ordinary handkerchief is one of the 
most active of all cold germ carriers. 
They know, too that Kleenex does not 
allow germs to escape and that as 
Kleenex is used only once the cold 
sufferer does not re-infect himself as 
he does using a germ-laden handker- 
chief again and again. 


Indispensable in Nursery 


You should always have sanitary, 
hygienic Kleenex for baby. Use it as a 
towel, a bib, a handkerchief—for dust- 
ing on powder or applying olive oil. 
When buying Kleenex at your drug, 
dry goods or department store order 


@ Do not accept 
inferior tissues as 
substitutes for 
Kleenex. There is 
only one Kleenex. 
To be sure you get 
it ask for it by 
name. 


several boxes. . . for remember there 
are hundreds of handy Kleenex uses, 


Avoid a Sore, Red Nose 


Every Kleenex Disposable Tissue is 
twice as soft, 5 times more absorbent than 
cotton. And you use each tissue but once. 
That’s why the use of Kleenex avoids 
the raw, tender nose that comes from 
repeatedly using damp handkerchiefs. 


Costs Less Than Ever 


The recent Kleenex price reductions 
mean Kleenex now sells at the lowest 
price in history! Now you can use 
more than twenty Kleenex Disposable 
Tissues for the cost of having 
only one handkerchief 
laundered. 
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“Pour on the Milk, Mother— 


I’m ListeNING, 


Snap, crackle, pop! That’s the sound 
Kellogg’s Rice Krispies make when milk 
or cream is poured on a bowlful. And how 
children love to listen to that cheery call! 


Rice Krispies have flavor and crispness 
that appeal to all appetites. So nourishing 
and easy to digest. Extra delicious with 
fruits or honey added. 


Serve Rice Krispies at the nursery 
supper or at bedtime and see how they 
encourage sound sleep. At grocers every- 
where. The heat-sealed WAXTITE bag 
inside the package keeps Rice Krispies 
oven-fresh. Made by Kellogg in London, 
Ontario. Quality guaranteed. 


LISTEN TO THIS 


A Mother Goose story is on the back of 

each package of Kellogg’s Rice Krispies. 

The more Rice Krispies you buy, the 
more stories your children get. 


LISTEN! 


get 
hungry 















made of talcum and not starch, as the 
union of starch and sweat produces vinegar 
another irritant.”” I am curious to know 
if there are any scientific grounds for stat- 
ing that vinegar is produced under such 
conditions.—_(Mrs.) G.R.G., Montreal. 


Answer—I am not concerned very 
much about the scientific basis of the 
statement made and referred to. An exper- 
ience of forty-five years in the care of 
children’s troubles is all one needs to con- 
firm the fact that on the tender skin of a 
baby, tale is more useful than starch and 
that the union of starch and sweat pro- 
duces an irritant which acts and smells 
like vinegar. 


Question—My breast-fed boy has a 
great deal of gas and green stools at times. 
Please advise.—(Mrs.) H.F.B., Campbell- 
ton, N.B. 


Answer—You are probably feeding 
your baby too rapidly or overfeeding him. 
Put the baby to the breast for two or three 
minutes and then take him away for a min- 
ute or two. The same thing can be accom- 
plished by compressing the base of the 
nipple at intervals while the baby is 
nursing. 

In these cases it is useful to give the 
baby half an ounce of plain boiled water or 
barley water before each nursing. 

I regret that I cannot send you a baby 
book as the Ontario Department of Health 
will not send these to points outside 
Ontario. 


Question—Baby, 414 months old, 
breast-fed, till 314, has no appetite. How 
can I improve her appetite? She is pale. 
Should I resume cod-liver oil? She has a 
big stomach.—(Mrs.) N.A.R., Blaine Lake, 
Sask. 


Answer—Put your baby on the follow- 
ing formula: 

Cow’s milk 25 oz. Water 15 0z. Granu- 
lated sugar 11% oz. Give in 7 feedings. Also 
cod-liver oil 1 teaspoonful before each of 
4 feedings and orange or tomato juice 1 oz. 
at 9a.m. If the child refuses food, put the 
food in the icebox till the next time. Hun- 
ger is the best sauce. Keep her in the open 
air as much as possible. Weigh every week 
so as to judge if she is gaining. 
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Question—Baby girl, 4 months old. 
Please send formula. Is it harmful to keep 
rubber panties on the baby every day? 
Her ears stick out. Is there any way to 
remedy this?—(Mrs.) A. McK., Alida, 
Sask. 


Answer—See plan of feeding for N.A.R. 
above. Rubber panties should not be 
worn on a baby except in case of extreme 
necessity. They retain too much moisture 
and start chafing. There is no remedy for 
protruding ears. Leave them alone. 


Question—My prematurely-born boy 
was very weak at birth and coughed before 
he could cry. His condition was diagnosed 
as enlarged thymus for which he had X-ray 
treatments. He improved, but lately the 
symptoms seem to have returned. Do you 
think the gland has enlarged again? Is it 
serious?—(Mrs.) D. McV., Kindersley, 
Sask. 


Answer—-The common signs of enlarged 
thymus are sudden attacks of cyanosis, or 
pallor, breath-holding spells, convulsions 
and slight difficulty in breathing. A defi- 
nite diagnosis can be made from an X-ray 
plate. The treatment has evidently im- 
proved the condition and should be con- 
tinued as it is an absolute cure for enlarged 
thymus. Good food, cod-liver oil, yolk of 
egg, fruit juices and outdoor life are the 
best aids to development. 
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) your baby's 
Py Ca! 





A remedy used by 
Canadian Nurse for 
child's feverishness, 

sick stomach, etc. 


“When I am called to a sick, fretful, 
crying baby,” says Mrs. B. of Camp- 
bellford, Canada, “I always give Baby’s 
Own Tablets before trying any other 
remedy. .. . Baby’s Own Tablets take 
right hold of little sick tummies and 
straighten them up right away ; even the 
most delicate child can take them. I 
find them very soothing for feverish, 
teething little ones and I can honestly 
recommend Baby’s Own Tablets to any 
mother. I always carry a package in my 
grip wherever I go.” 

Thousands of others do exactly as Mrs. 
B. does; for Baby’s Own Tablets have been 
used for over 40 years in many countries. 
They speedily bring relief to babies and 
young children who suffer from upset sto- 
mach, simple fever, teething, colic, consti- 
pation, summer complaint or diarrhoea, 
colds, spasmodic croup and other minor ail- 
ments. Even the most delicate baby can 
take these sweet harmless tablets, for they 
contain no opiates or narcotics and are certi- 
fied safe. Being in tablet form, you can be 
certain that the exact dosage has been accu- 
rately measured for you. Guesswork is 
eliminated. Price 25 cents. 


® Try them at our risk. Buy a package to- 
day and, if you do not find them as good as 
we claim, return the partially-used box to 
us and we will refund your money. 


Da Willia 


eae eT Tablets 





“Getting Acquainted 


With Your Children’ 


A little home psychology to explain 
why your child acts as he does, by 
¢ Dr. James W. Howard, well-known 
psychiatrist Introduction by Mrs. 
Franklin Roosevelt. Mailed postpaid 

on receipt of 25 cents. 


TRANS-CANADA NEWS COMPANY 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 


NLY worthy products and services are 

accepted for introduction to Chatelaine 
homes through the advertising pages of 
Chatelaine. By insisting on trade-marked 
lines of known quality and value, Chate- 
laine readers avoid costly mistakes when 
buying for their homes. 
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FOR LITTLE WOMEN 


Buttons, pleats, ruffly sleeves and dainty collars — we want 
them too, say the young members of the family! For the Easter 
holidays, with their peanut-butter chocolate-ice-cream parties, it's 
important to look pretty. The new prints and crépes will make 
these frocks especially gay. Little girls are feeling the picturesque 
influences, too. Patterns described on page 89. Price |5 cents. 
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Mistress Mary, 
Quite Contrary ae 


HY shouldn’t Mistress Mary 
be contrary—when her nose 
is sniffly, she sneezes and sneezes, 
and her small head aches from that 
awful cold? 
Colds mean dull little minds—sad 


little faces—bad little tempers. And 
all too often, too, if Mother insists 


on harsh internal “doses,” colds may | 


mean upset stomachs, lazy appetites, 
weakened body resistance. 


AVOIDS “DOSING” 
But—with the use of Vicks VapoRub 


~—there are none of the risks of con- 
stant “dosing.” This modern method 
of treating colds is external—and safe. 


VapoRub works so efficiently, so 
safely, that mothers call it their 
“good-night way” of relieving colds. 
It can be used freely—and as often 
as needed—even on the youngest 
child. 
DIRECT RELIEF 

Just rubbed on throat and chest at 
bedtime, VapoRub attacks the cold 
direct—two ways at once: (1) by 
stimulation through the skin like a 
poultice or plaster; (2) by inhalation 
of its penetrating medicated vapors, 
released by body heat and breathed 
in direct to irritated air-passages. 


Through the night, this combined 





... BEST FOR 
CHILDREN’S COLDS 








VICKS VAPORUB 


vapor-poultice action soothes the 
membranes—loosens phlegm -— eases 
difficult breathing—helps break con- 
gestion. Often, by morning the worst 
of the cold is over. 


Two generations have demanded 
VapoRub for children’s colds. 
Babies who were first treated with 
VapoRub now use it on babies of 
their own. Many years of use have 
proved the dependability of this good 
Vicks formula—and for every mem- 
ber of the family. 


No wonder Canadian mothers have 
made the familiar blue jar of Vicks 
VapoRub their family standby—to 
help end colds quicker. 


For Better 
Home-Control of Colds 


Help your family to have fewer 
colds and shorter colds—by fol- 
lowing Vicks Plan for Better 
Control of Colds. This com- 
mon-sense, medically sound 
Plan has been tested in exten- 
sive clinics—and further 
proved through everyday use 
in thousands of homes. Full 
details of the Plan come in each 


package of Vicks VapoRub. 






.. JUST AS GOOD 
FOR ADULTS, TOO.. 
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where did you get that cold? 
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rN 
_DOWNIES 


VE latex 
BABY PANTS 


..- ARISTO DOWNIES shield 
with certainty ... natural form 
design...a pleasing softness... 
the outstanding advance in 
these protective garments. 

... They are made of latex (milk 
of rubber) in milk white and 
oy pe ... yield and stretch 
readi Ys .. . retain life and elas- 
ticity for many months. 

Get a pair of Downies for your babe. 
DELICATE PROTECTION 


Aristo Downies at all drug and de- 
partment stores. 


The Canadian Sota Rubber Co., Limited, Galt, Ont., makers of Aristo Drizzle Capes, Aristo 


thing Suits and Caps and many other articles of rubber. 








ROLLER-SKATING TIME 
IS 
HERE 
AGAIN! 





\YINTER'S past, snow is gone and there are thrills ahead for every girl and boy 

who has a pair of these fast, sturdily-built roller skates. Made in Canada from 
high-grade steel, these skates have strong, rigid trucks, high steel backs, and are fitted 
with a speedy single-ball race and self-contained rolls. Toe-clamps grip tightly; adjust- 
ment is easily made, and the skates will extend from 8!/, to 1034". They are suitable 
for either boys or girls. 


YOU CAN WIN THESE SKATES! 


You can have these skates for yourself, without cost, delivered postpaid to your address 
—if you will send me Three One-Year Subscriptions to Chatelaine at $1.00 each, or 
Two Two-Year Subscriptions at $1.50. You can get these subscriptions from friends, 
neighbors or relatives—but please remember, subscriptions from your own home, or 
which your father or mother have paid for, will not count. These Skates are offered 
as a reward for securing Subscriptions from other people. 


When you have the Subscriptions, write the names and addresses of the subscribers 
clearly on a sheet of paper, with your own name and address. Pin this announcement 
to it, and mail it to me with your remittance for $3.00 — and in a very short time 
you will be sailing along on your fine new skates! 


Mail the subscriptions to me — 
JEAN TRAVIS, Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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JUST FOR JUNIORS 


Little versions of the spring mode are quite as important, in 
their way, as styles of the Grown-up World. Good behavior is 
certain to follow in the wake of such fresh little frocks as these. 
For at least ten minutes! Coats for the three-year-olds, dapper 
suits for tousled little boys, are simple to make. Descriptions of 
patterns on page 89. Priced at 15 cents. 
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See the merry Microbes And dancing in the gayest glee But what is this? A storm appears 
Seated on the sward, About the festive board! And they must run for shelter; 





Dodging in between the drops At last at home, “Alas!” they groan, And so they wander o’er the hill, 
’ They scamper, helter skelter. “We're locked out in the rain!” Kept out by “ Cellophane” 


) AND SERIOUSLY... 


We all feel a lot more comfortable when the pillow-cases, sheets and blankets 
Ny we buy come wrapped in “Cellophane”. Then we know that no soiling hands, 
Ly (ule no dust or germs have touched them—that they can be put on beds at once 


QS 2: hed. 
a tS If you would like a children’s colouring book without first being was 


p containing new adventures of the Microbe There are countless other articles which “Cellophane” cellulose film keeps 
Family in merry verses, write to Canadian fresh and clean until sold. Toys and baby thi for instance 


n a . 
Industries Limited, Department “C.1” a sparkli “Cellophane” 
“Cellophane “’ Division, Montreal. We will i. a ae coe me our protection Ge sure tht ~ 


be glad to send you one. 






“Cellophane” is the registered trade mark of the DuPont Cellophane 
Company Inc., for cellulose film manufactured in Canada, under 
contract, by Canadian Industries Limited. 


Cellophane 


TRADE MARK 


“CELLOPHANE” FOR YOUR PROTECTION 
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THE MAGIC THIMBLE ., tise cio. 


NCE UPON a time there was a 
little princess. She wasn’t a bit 
like other little princesses. All the 
princesses I ever read about had 
ong golden curls and blue eyes, but this 
little princess was different. She had black 
curls, and instead of being long they were 
short and thick and barely reached her 
shoulders. She had black eyes, too. They 


were very big and you could tell exactly 
how the little princess felt by looking at 
them. Sometimes they shone because she 


was happy, sometimes they snapped be- 


cause she was angry, and sometimes, I’m 
sorry to say they were very dull and black 
because she was sulky; for I must tell you 
that although she was a very pretty little 
princess she had a very bad temper and 
that spoiled all her prettiness. 

The king and queen were very worried 
about her, for they didn’t want their only 
child to grow up so naughty and ill-tem- 
pered that nobody would love her. And 
that’s just what was happening. She was 
such a contrary, obstinate little girl that 
her nurse didn’t love her; she was so cross 
and selfish that her cousins didn’t love her; 
and she had slapped and thrown things at 
her little black kitten so many times that it 
didn’t love her. In fact the only people 
who really loved the little princess were 
her father and mother and the gardener’s 
little boy. Her father and mother loved 
her because parents always love their 
children, but sometimes she tried their 
patience sorely. The gardener’s little boy 
loved her because she was the only one 


Make Your Own Sewing Card 


Make your own sewing card from this picture 
below. Trace it on to a piece of cardboard or 
some plain material, then take a needle and prick 


holes wherever the dots are. 


Use whatever colored wools you like and outline 
the whole Lr a The spaces that are lined in should 
y- 


be done solid 


who would play with him, but she had 
been cross so often that he was beginning 
to get tired of her tantrums. It was no 
wonder the king and queen were getting 
worried. 

It was on her tenth birthday that the 
little princess had her very worst tantrum. 
The queen let her have a party. All the 
little princes and princesses who were her 
cousins were invited. The little princess 
sat down at the head of the long table and 
all her little cousins sat along the sides. 
When it was time to eat the cake the little 
princess stood up and blew out the ten 
candles. Then nurse cut the first piece and 
put it on the princess’s plate. She cut up 
the rest of the cake and there was just 
enough for one piece for each of the guests. 

The princess was just taking the fourth 
bite from her piece of cake when the little 
prince next to her screwed up his eyes and 
said, ““Oh-h-h!” 

The princess frowned as she looked at 
him. She had never liked that particular 
little prince because he had red hair and 
freckles—and she hated red hair and 
freckles. Almost immediately her frown 
changed to an ugly scowl and she hated 


the little prince more than ever, for he put 
his hand to his mouth and took out the 
money that the fairies had put in the cake 

The little princess was very angry. She 
had wanted the money herself and she was 
furious because the red-haired, freckle- 
faced little prince had found it. She 
snapped her little white teeth together as 
she bit angrily into her piece of cake, and 
stopped—! Just like that. She had bitten 
into something hard. Almost without 
thinking she put her hand to her mouth 
and brought out a tiny golden thimble. 

The little princess lost her temper com- 
pletely. She had never been so angry in 
all her life. Her eyes snapped and her 
little white teeth snapped and a red spot 
showed on each cheek. She jumped up and 
stamped her foot. ‘I won’t be a tailor! 
I hate sewing! I won’t sew! I won't!” 
screamed the little princess and she threw 
the little thimble across the room and 
slammed the door behind her as she ran 
out into the garden. 

As she ran by a beautiful big rosebush 
she saw a little boy. Now the princess 
knew that no boy ever came into the gar- 

{Continued on page 96} 





A BUTTERFLY THAT FLIES 


Color this butterfly and cut it 

out. Then take a piece of wool, 

tie a knot in one end and 

thread the other through the 
body and wings. 


Crease on dotted line. Now by jerking the wool 
up and down, you will find that your butterfly 


will fly. 
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RUTH MACKENZIE 


for the Chatelaine Institute 


grandmother's favorite fried chicken, will answer the 

call of the can opener. Witness our fruit juices, for 

example. The range runs from the humble prune to 
the exotic passion fruit—orange, grapefruit, lime, pine- 
apple, grape, cranberry and tomato, not to mention count- 
less others that come along with the canned fruits. 

And versatile! The fruit juices are the eligible bachelors 
of the food world. They mix suavely with almost any com- 
pany, they can be relied upon to lend a note of sophistica- 
tion to any gathering, and in their presence other foods 
sparkle and take on new life. But don’t allow them to 
become bored with their own society. Introduce them to 
new companions, place them in different situations and 
save them from the monotony of a stereotyped existence. 

Fruit juice always seems exactly right for breakfast, 
but that doesn’t say that it should always be the same juice 
or served in the same way. While they are all very good 
“as is,”’ a little judicious mixing will often brighten the day. 
Orange and pineapple, orange and grapefruit, prune juice 
with a dash of lemon or lime, are all delicious. And again, 
grapefruit or pineapple juice poured over sliced peaches or 
bananas is a boon to the calorie counters. 

The clever hostess has a loyal ally in fruit cocktails. 
Whether she prefers to serve a single juice or a mixture of 
several, she need never worry about monotony. Think of 
all the kinds of juice you can use, and all the ways of com- 
bining them. Mix lime and pineapple juices, or heat prune 
juice with cinnamon, chill and serve icy cold. Jelly thin 
layers of lime juice and grapefruit juice, cube them and 
serve piled high in sherbet glasses. A canny plan is to 
soak melon balls in grapefruit juice, drain, and serve the 
balls as a cocktail, then give the family the juice for to- 
morrow’s breakfast. Fruits for salads may also be dealt 
with in this way. For a cheerful color effect, serve cran- 
berry or grape juice with ginger ale and a dash of lemon. 
Different flavorings and garnishings add a fillip; for variety 
use crushed mint leaves, spices, ginger ale, crystallized 
ginger, fruit slices, diced fruit or whole cherries. 

You have probably heard of fruit soups, but have you 
ever tried them? They are delicious and are usually made 
of the more brilliantly colored juices—orange, raspberry, 
currant or cherry. They can be thickened by tapioca, 
cornstarch, or arrowroot, but not too much, remember 


Prrranarotners everything, from the baby’s milk to 
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HOME MANAGEMENT 















Punch bow! and glasses—Courtesy Birks-Ellis-Ryrie Ltd. 


There is scarcely any phase of cooking into which 


fruit juices cannot he introduced. Have you realized 


their real possibilities for successful menu-making ? 


you're making a soup, not a pudding. A nice thing about 
these soups, apart from their good flavor and novelty, is 
that they are as good cold as hot. 

Even with meats, fruit juices play a réle of importance 
in sauces, stuffings and garnishes. Orange with duck, cran- 
berry for turkey, and pineapple for ham is the general rule 
but not the only one. Take ham, for instance. Next time, 
instead of serving the usual and popular pineapple rings as 


garnish, baste the roast with pineapple juice and ginger ale 
or experiment with different juices; they’re all good. Serve 
duck with an orange stuffing, or garnish with jellied orange 
juice cut in cubes, or make an orange sauce by mixing one 
cup of juice with two cups of the gravy. 

Hot spiced grape juice is a top-notcher either as a cock- 
tail or as a punch at a buffet supper. It should be served 
steaming hot in tiny cups or in {Continued on page 101} 












Just as the hermetically- 
sealed container safe- 
guards your canned 
goods from deterjoration 
so the hermetically-seal- 
ed steel shell perman- 
ently protects the vital 
mechanism of your 
Westinghouse refrigerator 


' One of the new “Economy” Models D-53 


SE photographs tell you something of the beauty of the 
new Golden Jubilee Westinghouse .. . something of the extra 
appetizing value it adds to every meal and the extra conven- 

ience it brings to your kitchen. Here, truly is the refrigerator you 
will be proud and pleased to possess. 

But the real and lasting satisfaction of Westinghouse ownership goes 
far deeper than appearance or convenience features 

Westinghouse owners value above all else, the unfailing protection 
and dependability assured by the exclusive engineering advantages of 
this unique refrigerator ! 


— Westin 
len 















house 
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a, . Wo. New Lhe 
Unfailing 


Protection 


of the Westinghouse Staled-in Mechanism 


* 





Westinghouse Golden Jubilee Model D-65 


Precision-built Hermetically Sealed Mechanism requires no oiling—no 
attention—no adjustment. ( Forced-draught cooling gives maximum 
efficiency and faster freezing. Q Dual-automatic Protection safeguards 
both mechanism and food . . . even under abnormal power conditions. 


Choose your electric refrigerator with an eye to the future and you 
will discover in Westinghouse the new ‘‘Gold Standard” of refrigera- 
tor value. Ask your Westinghouse dealer to show you all the new 
Golden Jubilee models ...a size and price to suit every home. 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE COMPANY LIMITED, HAMILTON, CANADA 
Branches in Principal Cities throughout Canada. 


“Weite for this Beek! 


Your Westinghouse dealer will be 

glad to supply a copy... or write 

to Canadian Westinghouse Co., 
Limited at Hamilton 


REFRIGERATOR 
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TOON VC 
2 CAKES with 3EGGS fF . 


Vit ee ey LOUGHTON, 
Cookery Expert of the Canadian Magazine, 
demonstrates practical recipe 







“Don’t risk wasteful failures with inferior baking powder,” 
Miss Loughton warns. ‘Use MAGIC. It’s dependable.” 












1. Sift together four times 1 cup granulated 2. Separate whites from yolks of 3 eggs. Whip 3. Add 1 teaspoon vanilla or almond extract; 
sugar, 1% cups flour, 4 teaspoon Gillett’s whites until stiff. Put yolks aside. Scald 24 fold in egg whites and turn mixture into small, 
Cream Tarcat, 3 teaspoons Macic Baxinc — cup milk. Cool slightly. Add slowly to dty ungreased tube pan. Bake in moderate oven 
Powper and % teaspoon salt, ingredients, beating continually. at 350° F. about 30 minutes. 
















1. Cream 3 tablespoons shortening until 2. Finish Gold C ‘ake by adding ¥% cup milk, 
light; add slowly 34 cup sugar and 3 egg yolks 1% cups flour sifted with 3 teaspoons Sivan 
left from Angel Cake. Beat and add 1 tea- BakinG Powper. Put in greased and floured 
spoon vanilla extract. pan. 


LESS THAN 1i¢ WORTH OF MAGIC 
makes each of these good cakes 


Bake with Magicand avoid disappointments! This 
famous baking powder assures light, fluffy, tender 
cakes because it leavens perfectly. That’s why 
Canada’s leading cookery experts use and recom- 
mend it. And Magic costs so little, everyone can 
use it. Actually—it takes less than 1¢ worth for a 
fine big cake! Get a tin—today! 


4, Remove from oven and place on cake cooler: 
Allow to stand until cake cools and gradually 
drops from pan. 



















ee ee tr ee ee ee ee ee ee 


| SEND COUPON FOR FREE MAGIC COOK BOOK 





1 
~ sm Gillett Products, Fraser Ave., Toronto 2 s COWTAING 10 
aide ben ok eas _— Secale 
3. Bake in a moderate oven at 375° F. 4. Ice Gold Cakes with Chocolate, White and Coffee Please send me free copy of the Magic Cook Book. 1 every tin is your 
for 35 minutes. Remove from pan Icings (page 14, Magic Cook Book), the Angel Cake : i Erecen es cine 
and allow to cool. For variety, cut with Boiled Frosting. Inexpensive—these cakes are i Name Powder is free 
into diamond-shaped pieces. ao favorites. Be sure to make them both with ' ee eT Coe 
lacic Bakinc Powner for perfect results, adie nd | ent. 











Here’s something very 
special in delicious 
ideas for preparation 


of hams and bacons 


HE MOST 
laggard 
member of 

the household has 
been tempted 
from his downy 
couch by the 
aroma of grilling 
bacon. And 
there’s no disap- 
pointment at the 
table: the taste is 
as good as the smell. That’s one reason why bacon is so 
welcome at the first meal of the day. 

Other breakfast qualities which keep bacon at the top of 
the list are that it can be conveniently kept on hand, that it 
can be most appetizingly prepared with a minimum of time 
and effort, that baby brother and granddad like it and it’s 
good for both of them. Besides, it has a high energy value 
and practically no waste, so it’s economical. Just about 
everything one could ask in a food, isn’t it? Whether it be 
for breakfast or for any other meal of the day. 

Any other meal of the day includes not only lunch or 
supper and dinner, but afternoon tea, late supper and party 
meals. You see, bacon is very social, goes anywhere and 
feels quite at home in any group. There’s a list following 
which proves this without attempting to include all the 
possibilities of this versatile food. 

When you buy bacon, choose a piece which is firm and 
relatively dry, where the jean is fine grained and uniformly 
pink, the fat creamy white and the odor mild and sweet. 
The proportion of fat and lean varies and is a matter of 
taste, so take your choice. 

Most satisfactory storage for bacon is at a constant 








temperature of 50 to 60 degrees Fahrenheit in a dry place. 
Changes of temperature cause a condensation of moisture 
which hastens the growth of mold and makes the fat rancid. 
Too warm storage causes the bacon to become soft and 
flabby and to develop an undesirable flavor and odor and 
possibly mold. 

The various ways of cooking bacon are listed here for 
you. Choose the method which best suits your needs, 
remembering that slow cooking brings the best results, 
because bacon fat begins to smoke at a fairly low tempera- 
ture and the smoking fat detracts from the flavor of the 
cooked product. Remember, too, that in pan-broiling, if 
you keep pouring off the fat, the bacon is much crisper and 
more appetizing. And one more hint: Oven cooking is the 
best method to choose if there is a lot of bacon to cook. 

Bacon has other smoked relations, not the least of which 
is the lordly ham—that dependable and luscious member 
of the pork family. Not more than fifteen minutes before 
I started writing this, a young married lady who was dis- 
cussing the subject of ham with me, said: ‘‘You feel so 
ready for anything when you have a baked ham in the 
refrigerator.”” And that just about describes the usefulness 
of ham. 

Ham alone, or “‘Ham an’ ———”’ for breakfast, or left- 
over bits chopped and added to the omelet. At lunch or 
supper it may appear thickly or thinly sliced and prepared 
in one of the savory ways suggested below. It may be part 
of the cold meat plate, it may be diced and combined with 
eggs, vegetables, macaroni, etc., in casserole dishes or cro- 
quettes. Or it may be in toasted sandwiches or a jellied 
salad. 

Dinner finds a whole or half ham, sugar encrusted and 
stuck with cloves borne proudly to the table. And in 
between meals, that “ready for anything’’ feeling is ex- 
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M. Frances Hucks of 
the Institute staff 
brings you a group 


of unusual recipes 


tended to picnics, lunch boxes, dainty or hearty sand- 
wiches, church banquets, stag dinners and midnight sup- 
pers. When you come to think of it, what on earth would 
we do without ham? 

Do you know all the different smoked cuts which the 
butcher offers? There’s the whole ham—a ten to twelve- 
pound one being a good buy, as a rule, for the average 
family. If you don’t want to cook it whole, the butcher will 
cut it for you into butt, centre cut and shank and these 
pieces may be used for their particular purposes. The butt 
is good for boiling and baking and serving hot or cold. The 
centre cut is considered the choicest, is delicious sliced 
thick or thin and baked, grilled or otherwise cooked to the 
king’s taste. The shank may be boiled and served with 
vegetables, in creamed dishes, salads, hash, etc. Besides 
using these three parts, you can grease griddles with the 
skin and make soup from the bone. 

A ham with a nice covering of firm white fat—not too 
thick, or there is too much waste; and not too thin, or the 
meat may be a bit dry and stringy—is the best choice. 
Then, too, there is a choice between mild cured hams 
which require no previous soaking and those with a stronger 
cure which are improved by soaking in cold water for a 
period of time before cooking. 

Besides ham with its component parts, there are delect- 
able shoulder cuts, cured and smoked the same as ham. 
The butt, going by the name of Cottage Butt, is frequently 
boned and quite delicious when cooked. The shank or 
picnic shoulder is trimmed to look like a small ham, may 
be cooked in the same way and used in many tasty recipes. 

Ham is good all the year round, but for some reason it 
seems to be particularly associated with Easter, so it would 
be a good time to try some of the suggestions which we 
have listed here, don’t you think? [Continued on page86} 
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A PERFECT BLEND- 
ROASTER FRESHNESS 
ATA PRICE ALMOST 
ANYONE CAN AFFORD 














AND HERES SOMETHING 
YOU SHOULD KNOW- 
THROUGH ITS PERFECT 
NEW GRIND MAXWELLL. 
HOUSE GIVES MORE 
FLAVOUR WHETHER %S 
BOILED OR 
PERCOLATED. 






Packed by the Vita-Fresh 


process, all the original 








freshness is safeguarded 
in the tin you have to open 
with a key. 







ROASTED AND PACKED IN CANADA 
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1 BREAKFAST 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 


Bran Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 


2 Stewed Rhubarb 
Cereal 








Parsley Omelet 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
4 A s 
Toast jade 
Coffee Tea 














Toast Jelly 
Coffee 
8 Orange Juice 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 





th Stewed Prunes 


Toast 


Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 





10 (Good Friday) 


Half Grapefruit 
Raisin Muffins Conserve 
Coffee Tea 





SO 
Sliced 


Toast 


Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





12 (Easter Sunday) 
Stewed Rhubarb 
Soft-cooked Eggs 

Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


13 _ Tomato an 


Cere: 
Fried Ham Toast 
Coffee Tea 





14 Orange Halves 


“Toast Honey 
Coffee Tea 





1 spree tec 


Coffee —- Tea 


LUNCHEON OR SUPPER 
Corn Chowder 
Cab and Peanut Salad 
rown Bread 
Canned Fruit 
Toasted Muffins 
Tea Cocoa 


Sausages Apple Rings 
Buttered Noodles 
Hot Biscuits Syrup 
Tea Cocoa 





Cheese Fondu 
Head Lettuce with Dressing 
s Stewed Apricots 
Tea Cocoa 





Cream of Onion Soup 
Vegetable Salad 
am_ Tarts 
Tea 





Ramekin of Shrimps and Rice 
Brown 


Rolls Celery Curls 
Fruit Salad 
Wafers 


Tea 





Sliced Corned Beef 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Mustard Pickles 
Apple Sauce 
Ginger Cookies 
Tea 


Mulligatawny Soup 
Potato Salad with 
Sliced Frankfurters 
Fruit Jelly Whip 
Tea Cocoa 





Omelet 
French Fried Potatoes 
Toast 
Prunes Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 





Pork and Beans 
Brown Rolls 
Banana and Nut Salad 
Tea Cocoa 





Grilled Sardines 
on Toast with Lemon 
Sliced Tomatoes 
Fresh Pineapple 
Macaroons 

Tea 





Potato Soup 
Toasted Cheese Sandwiches 
Apple Sauce 
Chelsea Buns 

Tea - 


Chicken, Celery and Almond 
Salad 


Finger Rolls 
Diced Fruits in Lime Jelly 
Frosted Layer Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Spanish Rice 
Lettuce French Dressing 
Canned Berries 
Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Bean Soup 
Raw Vegetable Salad 
Biscuits Jam 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Roast Veal 
Potato Cakes 
Mixed Pickles 
Orange Junket 

Tea Cocoa 


DINNER 
Fruit Cup 
(Vegetable Plate) 
Scalloped Potatoes with Onion 
Buttered Beets Caulifiower 
String Beans 


Coffee Cherry Pie Tea 


Swiss Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
Chocolate Nut 


Cornstarch Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Turnips 





Baked Fillet of Haddock 
Creole Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes Spinach 
Jellied Rhubarb 
Small Cakes 
ffee Tea 





Veal and Ham Loaf 
Au Gratin Potatoes 
Boiled Cabbage 
Steamed Graham Pudding 
Raisin Spice Sauce 
Coffee Tea 





Barley Broth 
Grilled Sirloin Steak 
Riced Potatoes 
Carrots and Peas 
ren Bavarian Cream 
Coffee Tea 





Fricassee of Veal 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Onions 

Cottage Pudding 
Orange Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Roast of Beef 
Browned Potatoes 
Creamed Celery 
Baked Plum Roll 
Fruit Sauce 
Coffee Tea 





Steamed Codfish 
Egg Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes Asparagus 
Johnny Cake Maple Syrup 
~offee Tea 


Tomato Soup 
Cold Roast Beef 
Scalloped Potatoes Green Beans 
Butterscotch Tapioca 
Coffee Tea 


Spinach Ring with 
Creamed Mushrooms and Eggs 
Baked Stuffed Potatoes 

Deep Rhubarb Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Liver and Bacon 
Creamed Potatoes Cole Slaw 
Peach Shortcake 

Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 


r poonese Juice 
Baked Ham Slice 


Mashed Potatoes Green Peas 


Coffee Tea 
Browned Hamburger 
with Gravy 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Carrots 
Baked Custard 
with Marshmallows 
Coffee Tea 





Roast of Veal 
Browned Potatoes Corn 
Chilled Lemon Pudding 
Coffee Tea 





Steak and Kidney Pie 
Cabbage Buttered Beets 
Apple Crisp tT 
ee 


Meals of the Month 


Thirty Menus for April 


16 BREAKFAST 


Cereal with 
Chopped Dates 
Bacon Toast 
Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


1 7 Orange Juice 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


18 Stewed Rhubarb 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


19 Sunday) 
hilled Grapefruit Juice 
Bacon elet 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


20 Co Sections 
ereal 
Toasted Rolls Jam 
Coffee Tea 


21 Tomato Juice 
Bread and Milk 


Bran Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 
29 Prune Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


23 Half Grapefruit 
Pancakes 
Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


24 Cooked Figs 


Cereal 
Coffee’Cake Jam 
Loffee Tea 
9 5 Oranges 
Fish Cakes 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


96 (Sunday) 
Fresh Pineapple 
Poached Eggs on Toast 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


27 Sliced Bananas 


Cereal 
Toasted Scones 
Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


28 Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Bacon Jam 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 





99 Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


30 Tomato Juice 
Milk Toast 
Graham Muffins 
Honey 
Coffee Tea 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Baked Stuffed Onions 
Tomato Sauce 
Hard Brown Rolls 
Sliced Bananas 
Jelly Roll 
Tea Cocoa 


Macaroni and Cheese 


Cream of Pea Soup 
Crackers Cheese 
| Hot Gingerbread 
Hard Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Fresh Fruit Salad 
Hot Rolls 
Frosted Spice Cake 

Tea a 


i 
Cocoa 


Frankfurters 
Sauerkraut 
Mustard Pickles 
Canned Pears 
Cake (from Sunday) 
Tea Cocoa 


Lamb and Rice Croquettes 
Curry Sauce 
Stewed Prunes 
Filled Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


| 
| 
Cheese Toast and Bacon 
Grated Vegetable Salad 
Sliced Oranges with 
Cocoanut 
Tea Cocoa 


Sliced Bologna 
Pickles 
Lyonnaise Potatoes 
Butter Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Potatoes 
Stuffed with Salmon 


Dill Pickles 
Ice Cream Chocolate Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Chicken Soup 
Fried Egg Sandwiches 
Apple Sauce 
‘ookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Meat Loaf 
Potato and Celery Salad 


Pickles Olives 
Hot Scones Honey 
Tea Cocoa 


Celery Curls | 


i 
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DINNER 


Consommé 
Broiled Lamb Chops 
Mashed Potatoes Spinach 
Apricot Whip 
Coffee Tea 





Pan-fried Fish Steaks 
Tartar Sauce 
Duchess Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Grape Tapioca 
Coffee Tea 


Beef Stew 
with Vegetables and Dumplings 
Lettuce Salad 
Cocoanut Souffié 
Coffee Tea 


Roast of Lamb 
Browned Potatoes Asparagus 
Creamy Rice Mold 
Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


beg nee Soup 
Cold Roast Lamb 
Mashed Potatoes 
Creamed Celery 
Baked Chocolate Pudding 
Marshmallow Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Breaded Veal Cutlet 
Creamed Potatoes String Beans 
Banana Cream Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Corned Beef 
Boiled Potatoes Cabbage 
Caramel Bread Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Bouillon 
Corned Beef Hash with 


Poached Eggs 
Fruit Jelly Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Whitefish 
with Dressing 
Parsley Potatoes 
Rhubarb Crisp 
Coffee Tea 


Spinach 


Meat Loaf 
Baked Potatoes 
Cup Cakes 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Carrots 


Mushroom Soup 
Dressed Pork Tenderloin 
Riced Potatoes Green Peas 
Fruit Cup 
Cake 
Coffee Tea 





Cold Sliced Tenderloin 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Grapefruit and Pineapple Salad 
Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 


Kidney Stew 
on Toast 
Jellied Rhubarb 
Individual Sponge Cakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Scalloped Corn 


Radishes 
Banana and Nut Salad 
Cakes 
Tea Cocoa 


Devilled Egg Salad 
Brown Rolls 
Fresh Pineapple 
Cookies 
Tea ; 


Oven-cooked Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 
Floating Island 
Coffee Tea 
Barley Broth 
(Vegetable Plate) 
Potato au Gratin 
New Cabbage Lima Beans 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Chocolate Rice Pudding 
Coffee Tea 
Roast of Pork 
Browned Potatoes 
Buttered Onions 
Lemon Snow 
Coffee Tea 


Celery Soup 
Cold Roast Pork 
Potato Cakes 
Creamed aanower 

i aple Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


The Meals of the Month as compiled by M. Frances Hucks are a regular feature of Chatelaine each month. 
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Moffat Therm-O-Matic Con- 
trol. Accurate... dependable 
.. all angle visibility. 


Moffat Even-Heat Oven... 
one piece... no loose fittings 
..» Super-insulated ... steam- 
tight oven door. 


New Moffat Cook-Quik 
Element... oo durable 
element made . exclusive 


i 
Lustreloy finish. 


Why a Moffat gives you 


everything you want in an 


ELECTRIC RANGE + 


@ It pays to buy your range on facts. And to buy on facts 
means to buy a Moffat. For in Moffat you have a standard of 
excellence famous throughout the world. You have beauty of 
design and finish to brighten all your kitchen hours. You have 
durability to add permanence to your Moffat investment. 
And you have dozens of exclusive ultra-modern devices to 
eliminate labor and drudgery, make cooking effortless and 
almost automatic and ensure successful results every time. 
Glance at the Moffat Value-Check Card reproduced here. It 
will help you to buy your range on facts. It will show you 
that the Moffat is equipped with more service and conveni- 
ence features than any other range — that its ultra-modern 
facilities give you possession of the world’s most perfect 
medium of electric cooking. 
MOFFATS LIMITED, WESTON, ONTARIO 


MOffAT 


ELECTRIC RANGES 
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STREAMLINED KITCHENS 
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Soom PT YHIS IS the kitchen of the new Pigott-built house described on page 88. 
It is designed to modern standards of efficiency—-compact and conveni- 
ent, with well-planned work centres in their proper relationship and 
sequence. No going round and round with this step-saving arrangement. 


Ample storage space is provided by permanent cabinets with shelves and 
drawers to accommodate food supplies, china, linen and utensils. A ventilated 
compartment below the sink is fitted with sliding rods to keep used towels out 
of sight, yet conveniently available. Note the ‘“‘toe room’’—as important as 


elbow room to the worker. ' 
The height of the monel metal sink is adjusted for comfortable posture, and 
cabinet tops follow the same level in an unbroken seamless line to form commo- 
dious and practical counters or working surfaces. The generous depth and the 
ample clear space below the line of the upper cupboard are excellent features. 

A window above the sink and the glazed, back entry door admit daylight. 
Artificial illumination is supplied to this centre by a horizontal unit flush with 
the dropped ceiling above. A ventilating fan ejects cooking odors and debars 
advance news of the meal or notice of culinary disasters. 


The deep rich blue of the linoleum floor, with the tulip yellow the painted 
walls and the silvery tone of monel metal, makes an unusual and delightful 
color scheme for a kitchen which represents the latest thought in scientific 
design. Another view of this kitchen is shown on page 92. 





Pianned by Westinghouse to solve the kitchen’s traffic problems. Cabinets 
and equipment are arranged in semicircular fashion with the sink as the central 
feature. From this the monel-covered working surfaces extend in a smooth 
curved line to the refrigerator at the left and the range opposite. 


The compactness of the complete unit minimizes steps, time and effort, and 
the relative positions of the major pieces make for easy efficiency. 

This kitchen, too, is an example of the forethought and attention to detail 
which goes into the planning of a modern workshop in the house of today. 
Note the generous storage space, the breadth of work surface at comfort height, 
the conveniently placed outlets for electrical appliances and the economical use 
of available space. Drawers and closed cupboards grouped at each centre 
accommodate the utensils and supplies used in the storage, preparation and 
serving of food and “washing up” afterward. 

Good light for after-daylight hours is provided by electric bulbs concealed 
in a cornice trough with frosted glass across the openings, as illustrated. The 
spacious window which has obvious practical value is equipped with Venetian 
blind and washable draperies which fall from a curtain box. Open shelves at 
either side are a decorative feature. The linoleum floor has an inlaid pattern of 
contrasting color in an interesting design. 





A well-appointed kitchen as up to date as the modern housekeeper herself. 
< There’s smartness to it and the even more desirable features of efficiency and 


comfort. 


Compactness and logical routing have been considered. The sink centre is 
the key to the room arrangement, and its position under the window between 
the refrigerator and cooking unit is a convenient one. Upper and lower cab- 
inets, on either side and on the opposite wall not shown, offer storage facilities 
acequate for the average house, while the tall, narrow cupboard is a thoughtful 
provision for long-handled brushes and cleaning supplies. See the way the 
cabinets turn a corner and provide a long, smooth counter at which one may 
stand and work comfortably. 


The refrigerator fits in a recess near the entrance door from the rear of the 
house from which supplies are received. For convenience in preparing and 
serving, the range is located on the wall adjacent to the dining room. Equip- 
ment includes Moffat electric appliances, designed for efficiency and styled in 
the modern manner. , 


The color scheme is cream and black, carried out in the patterned linoleum 
floor, the black tiles and the cream woodwork, with touches of coral in the 
lining of the corner shelves and the plaid curtains. 





— 
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But if you'd like a “mixer-upper” to help 
break the ice — try this modern version of 
that old-time favourite— the Paul Jones. 

It goes like this: Before starting give 
each girl and each boy a slip of paper on 
which is written a topic of conversation. 
These are in duplicate, one set for the 
girls and one for the boys, 

When the Paul Jones music stops, and 
dancing starts, the girl (since it’s leap year) 
begins talking to her partner on her topic. 
It may be Mae West, or the rhumba — or 
even something as ridiculous as the price 
of eggs in Ukrainia! Whatever she says, he 
must answer on his subject. No other cen- 
versation is allowed, unless they discover 
they’re talking about the same thing. In 
that case they’ve found their partners and 
may go off and dance. Otherwise, when the 
Paul Jones is repeated, each tries again 
to find a partner among the others. 


Tabtior because they ne 


In my files I have a collection of menus, 
arranged for almost every conceivable kind 
of party, large or small. If some of these 
might help you, do write to me, care of 
McCormick's Limited at London, Ontario, 
and explain your particular problem. 
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And for the 

all-important supper! 

Pineapple-and-Grapefruit-Juice 

Cocktail 

McCormick’s new “Butter Bix” 
Chicken-and-Sweet-Breads a-la-King 

served on McCormick's Toasted Sodas * 
Green Peas Black Currant Jelly 
Grape Ice ‘“‘Rob-Roy” Shortbreads 

Salted Nuts Bonbons Coffee 











*TODAY — thousands are switching to 
McCormick’s original Toasted Sodas. Why? 
Because Toasted Sodas are different... 
made by special McCormick methods. 
More digestible for children, because part 
of the ingredients are double-baked! Richer, 
heartier in flavour, because they’re made 
with malt-and-honey. Crispier, fresher be- 
cause they’re really Toasted! Next time say 
“"McCormick’s” . . . they’ve been baking 
fine biscuits for 77 years! 


TOASTED! 
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COMBINE FOODS to 
make NEW DISHES 


With spring bringing a flood of lus- 
cious fruits and vegetables—still there 
is the need for using them in different 
ways if meals are to be kept interesting. 
Knox Sparkling Gelatine is so popular 
because it is such a perfect “blender” — 
it combines ideally not only with fruit, 
but with vegetables, meats, milk, cheese 
and all other foods to make a fascinat- 
ing array of appetizers, main dishes, 
salads, desserts, pies and candies. 

A package is sufficient for 4 occasions, 
6 servings each time. There are recipes 
in the package—and scores of them in 
my book, which the coupon will bring 
you without charge. And may I suggest 
that your family will particularly like 


IMPERIAL SALAD 
(6 Servings — uses only 4 package) 
1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
1 cup pineapple juice (canned) 
Ycupcold water . \/, cup sugar 
2-tablespoonfuls lemon juice 
1/, teaspoonful salt 1/2 cup grated raw carrot 
1/4, cup cream or evaporated milk (whipped) 
1 egg yolk 2 cups cabbage, shredded 
1 cup canned pineapple, cut in small pieces 
Beat egg yolk with sugar and salt. Add pine- 
apple juice and lemon juice and cook over 
ing water until it thickens slightly. Pour 
cold water in bowl and sprinkle gelatine on 
top of water. Add to hot mixture and stir 
until a. Cool, and be i. whipped 
cream or w evaporated milk, cabbage, 
pineapple oat carrot. Tarn into small molds 


that have been rinsed in cold water and chill. 

firm, saanns a, + apna and serve with 
mayonnaise. Fancy molds are not necessary — 
use ordinary jelly tumblers. 





A package of Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
makes 4 different dishes, 6 servings each. 


KNOX 


is the real 


GELATINE 


FREE Recipe Book! Send Coupon 


OOOO EEE KK TO ORR me = 


KNOX GELATINE, Dept. C, 


=) 
140 St. Paul St., W., Montreal. =~ 


Please send me FREE Mrs. Knox’s book, 
**Desserts, Salads, Candies and Frozen Dishes’’. 





Rs ceetenelialionersintys 


Address. 
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“Backyard” into Garden 


THERE MAY be some outdoor recrea- 
tions as widely applicable as gardening, 
but if there are, I have never heard of 
them. No matter whether one lives in 
Victoria or Churchill some sort of a gar- 
den is possible. Funds or space are really 
of little account. We spend as much or as 
little as we choose, and size may vary from 
a mere window box to pretentious grounds 
of several acres. 

Often we hear the remark: “If I had 
only time,” or, “If I had a decent bit of 
ground,” but these are not valid excuses at 
all. A garden may be devised to suit all 
conditions of soil, time and monetary 
expenditures. What seems at first handi- 
caps may actually prove assets. In adapt- 
ing our gardens to local limitations we 
devise something that is truly original, and 
the results so gained, as with any original 
creations, are more valuable and satisfy- 


ing. 

Poor soil, for instance, is no drawback. 
Certain types of flowers—and some of 
these are the most showy—actually prefer 
scanty fare. We are not advocating farm- 
ing under these conditions, of course, but 
merely covering this backyard of sand, 
gravel or impervious clay with something 
bright and pleasing. 

The first job should be a thorough dig- 
ging with fork or spade. If this is done 
fairly early while the ground is still damp 
but not muddy, the job will not be diffi- 
cult. With this digging, no matter whether 
the ground is clay, sand or gravel, it is well 
to dig in some of what the experts call 
“humus.” This is merely a high-class name 
for vegetable matter, like grass clippings, 
green weeds, or other green crops or 
strawy manure. If the latter is well rotted, 
so much the better. Such material opens 
up clay and makes it more easily worked, 
and also tends to put richness into sandy 
or gravel soils and allows them to retain 
moisture. 

It is really remarkable what one digging 
like this will do to any soil and after a year 
or two, especially if some green matter is 
dug in each year, the difference in the soil 
before and after treatment will be really 
amazing. 

With light soils there is nothing to worry 
about. These make the best gardens for 
most flowers and vegetables, though they 
lack sufficient richness, as a rule, for top 
quality roses or for a few of the ranker 
growing perennials. But sandy soils are 
warm and early, and it is the easiest thing 
in the world to work in the much desired 


humus. Moreover they are practically fool 
proof. If they are v:orked too soon-or too 
long after a rain there is not a great deal of 


damage. 

With clays, on the other hand, it is dif- 
ferent. These must not be dug too soon, 
and again, if left too long after the spring 
rains are over, it may prove impossible to 
dig them at all. The old rule is to gently 
squeeze a little soil in the hand. If it packs 
into a tight ball it is too soon, but if. when 
the pressure is released it crumbles, then it 
is in prime condition for working. If dug 
before this the soil may puddle and later 
bake like a brick. 


Arranging Your Space 


NOW FOR the space problem. It may 
come as a surprise to be told that the 
average garden, even in this country of 
wide open spaces, is probably a matter of 
square yards only. 

Remarkable results can be obtained 
from anything from fifteen feet wide up. 
If something simple and inexpensive is 
wanted—something that practically cares 
for itself after an afternoon or two, the 
bulk of the space available should be put 
into grass and the borders irregularly 
trimmed with perennial flowers with an 
odd shrub in the corner. 

On the other hand, if one does not care 
for or cannot afford golf, fishing or other 
spring and summer recreations, then a 
piece of ground twenty feet or so wide and 
perhaps a hundred long will provide exer- 
cise for every leisure hour the average 
woman and her husband care to give it. 
It is this very elasticity or adaptability of 
gardening that puts it in the forefront of 
outdoor hobbies. Endless planning can 
be devoted to screening corners, to getting 
a greater appearance of spaciousness, to 
securing more continuous bloom, toward 
brightening up darker corners with more 
adaptable flowers, to widening the range 
and the quality of all the plants grown. 
And finally we can become a specialist. 

The general plan with the small garden, 
of course, is an informal one. The centre 
will be largely of grass. The more restricted 
the area, the more necessary is it to keep 
all beds, shrubs and trees to the sides. 
Breaking up the lot too much will merely 
add to the appearance of smallness. But 
even a tiny lawn, ten to fifteen feet wide, 
on the other hand, if surrounded irregu- 
larly with flowers and shrubs will look 
generous. 


by GORDON LINDSAY 


As the lawn forms the main centrepiece. 
we had better start with it. For the quick- 
est results one can use sod. In most places 
this is not very expensive, though, of 
course, the outlay will be a great deal more 
than where the ground is seeded. But sod- 
ding is quick, almost miraculously so. One 
day the ground is bare and brown, the 
next day it is green. With generous water- 
ing and not too many little feet tripping 
over it, we may hope to keep it so. But as 
a rule the grass is inferior in the ordinary 
sod to that produced from seeding on the 
spot. 

In either case it is essential to have the 
ground loosened up and thoroughly level 
before sod or seed is applied. If seed is to 
be used, get a good mixture from a reliable 
seed house and use plenty of it. Sow ona 
windless day and cover by raking one way 
only. 

Grass should be regarded as a crop, just 
like hay or potatoes or wheat. In other 
words, it will not grow without a certain 
amount of care and it should be fed. Well- 
fed grass will soon choke out most weeds 
and will also develop that deep green color, 
so admired in turf produced and cared for 
by the professionals. Well-rotted manure 
makes the best annual dressing, but this is 
rather distasteful where there are children 
around, and so, many gardeners now use 
commercial or chemical fertilizer. In 
applying such material follow directions 
carefully. It will burn grass or other foliage 
unless it is well watered down. 


The Flower Border 


AND NOW with our centrepiece filled in 
with grass, let us turn to the edges. The 
average home, when the builder is through 
with it, sticks up all too prominently. It is 
up to the gardener to tie it down. Half of 
the charm of those old country cottages we 
see in the background of the movies, lies in 
the surrounding gardens and grounds. 

To make the house seem like part of the 
landscape, we must run the landscape 
partly over it. That means creepers, like 
Boston ivy, English ivy, Virginia creeper, 
virgin’s bower, Dutchman’s pipe or cle- 
matis, if we are looking for something per- 
manent. Any of these vines will trail over 
lattice, brick or stone, some without any 
encouragement at all. 

In addition, at the corners and here and 
there along the sides, clumps of shrubs will 
be used for further breaking of the harsh 

{Continued on page 102} 
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Spring Coats 


NOW DON’T go painting the town red just because I tell you that a bit of 
bright new color is uplifting to the spirit. Begin as you would with charity—at 
home. Better let your husband talk to a contractor about the big jobs, though 
I miss my guess if you don’t have a say in the final arrangements. Then wield 
a brush to your heart’s content on anything you feel like tackling—a floor that 
is down at heel in more ways than one; chairs a bit the worse for wear; tables, 
footstools and other pieces that have lost the bloom of youth or are out of line 
with your latest color scheme. A new 
coat will work wonders, same as it does 
for you. 


Perhaps you'll buy some unfinished 
furniture and dress it up to suit your- 
self. I have an idea of my own I want 
to work out—a set of shelves done in 
old-white on the outside and lined with 
a good bright red to make a vivid frame 
for my pet books. Smart, don’t you 
think? Or do you? 

I don’t know what it will be, but I 
know you'll be painting this spring, for 
isn’t it the “‘clean-up” season and isn’t 
every house putting its best foot for- 
ward? 





Rare, Medium or Well Done? 


WHAT IF grandmother didn’t need to measure, does that prove anything? 
She could tell a lot by the look of the batter and the feel of the oven, but think 
of all the burned biscuits and the underdone roasts before she got that way. 

Today’s bride doesn’t intend to weep her way to proficiency. She has too 
much sense for that, when there are utensils to take the guesswork out of 
cooking. 

Even the first baked ham or roast of beef is done to the pink of perfection 
when you use a Roast Meat Thermometer to tell you the inside story—no 
foolin’. It lays all the hidden facts of the case before you, and you can see the 
brownness for yourself. 

Place the pointed end in the meat and the meat in the oven, then take it 
out when the mercury clinks to Rare, Medium, or Well-done, whichever par- 
ticular “‘turn”’ you like best. 

Simple as that. No need for anyone to get in a stew over a roast! 


Easter Party 


TEN YOUNGSTERS coming. to an Easter party—what to do with them? 
Blessed if I know but here is an idea or two. 

Cut cardboard of different colors in the shape of Easter eggs; then divide 
them—irregularly—into four pieces. Pass the odd-shaped quarters, tell the 
children to match colors for partners and put Humpty Dumpty together again. 

Have an animal hunt unless you’re 
a frightfully fussy person who can’t 
bear to have things disturbed. Give 
each youngster a little basket tied with 
a crépe paper bow--a different color for 
everyone. Start the whole party off at 
the same time to hunt for animal 
crackers which are wrapped and tied in 
the same colors and hidden about the 
room. Better have an equal number of 
packages for each child, 5 pink, 5 yellow 
and so on, so no one will be disap- 
pointed. Then give prizes to each—a 
toy, bunny, duck, chicken or an Easter 
egg. Of course, you can have them 
gather eggs, if you like, instead of 
animals. 

Stretch white cord along the floor in 
lines about one foot apart. The young- 
sters will love to try rolling, hard- 
Photograph by General Foods Ltd. cooked, colored eggs along the line. 





The Menu 
Individual Cocoanut Cakes 


(Yellow Icing, White Cocoanut, 


Creamed Eggs and 
Asparagus on Toast 
Brown Bread and Butter Sandwiches : 
Ice Cream (Slice, Scoop or Molded Mauve Candles) 
in Easter Shapes) Grape Juice or Orange Drink 
Serve supper at a table spread with a fancy crépe paper “cloth” and decor- 
ated with a centrepiece brimful of favors for each little guest. 
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PEP 


SA eRe 


ACTIVE PEOPLE ENJOY 


The goodness of wheat is packed 
into Kellogg’s PEP Bran Flakes. 
The food for energy. The nourish- 
ment for active bodies and strong 
muscles. And enough extra bran to 
be mildly laxative. 


Enjoy these crisp flakes often for 
nourishment. For flavor. Delicious 
with milk or cream. Breakfast, lunch 
or supper. Popular with all active 
appetites. Sold by grocers every- 
where. Always oven-fresh. Heat- 
sealed in the patented inner WAXTITE 
bag—an exclusive Kellogg feature. 
Made by Kellogg in London, Ont. 
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GENUINE BRAN FLAKES THAT 





BRAN FLAKES 
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2 cups sifted 1 cup sifted 
pastry flour brown sugar, 

44 teaspoon firmly packed 
Sekine Sate 2 eggs, well beaten 

Y{ teaspoon salt § 1¢ cup honey 

denen 44 cup milk 


three times. Work butter with spoon 


until creamy. Add sugar gradually, 
beating after each addition until light 


beating after each addition until smooth. 
Turn into greased shallow pan (8" x 12") 





SORE 
THROAT 


Use a gargle made with one to two 
teaspoons of Cow Brand Baking 
Soda (pure Bicarbonate of Soda) 
in a glass of water. It will be found 
helpful in relieving soreness and 
inflammation. 
Always keep a package of Cow 
Brand handy in the medicine 
chest. In original sealed pack- 
ages—for a few cents—at your 
grocer’s. 
Mail the Coupon 

CHURCH & DWIGHT LIMITED, 

2715 Reading Street, Montreal, Que. 


Please send me free booklets on the medicinal 
and cooking uses of Cow Brand Baking Soda. 

















HONEY DIAMONDS 


Light and Toothsome 


e “4 5 2 * by Helen 
Institute (sossip G. Campbell 


YOU CAN'T blame a man for swearing 
if you hand him a dull carver and noth- 
ing to sharpen it with. It cramps his 
style but not his flow of language, if 
he’s given to expressing himself freely. 
The strong, silent kind may not say 
much, but he’ll hold it against you for 
ages. 

You know yourself that it’s a great 
thing to have the right tools for cutting, 
carving, paring and coring; nothing in 
the world is worse than a blunt or 
nicked edge. Don’t, for goodness sake, carry your passion for antiques into the 
kitchen, and don’t expect one knife to be a jack-of-all-trades. There’s one for 
every purpose—different sizes and shapes, with plain and saw edges, stiff or 
limber blades; and the bit of money they cost is mighty well spent provided you 
buy good steel and a proper handle properly attached to it. 





* 
High Finance 


DID YOU ever start out for an evening’s entertainment with $1,500 to blow or 
to make a fortune, as luck would have it? I have— and shot the works. 

The going was great while it lasted. I owned three railroads, half a dozen 
houses and lots, some public utilities and a grand hotel which netted a fabulous 
—_ But I got into difficulties and into jail, mortgaged my property and ended 

e. 

Quite a career, but it wasn’t half so lurid as it sounds, for the money wasn’t 
cash money and jail was merely the corner square of a Monopoly board. 

Now you know. It’s that new game everybody is playing. Half a dozen 
people round the table rolling the dice in turn, while a hardhearted banker doles 
out paper currency, keeps tab on your financial dealings and collects interest 
on mortgages when you come a cropper. And gets you out of jail for a con- 
sideration! 

It’s hilarious entertainment all the way through, with all the thrills and 
none of the worries of being a millionaire and much good laughing even when 
you go bankrupt. 


A Great Stir 


HERE IS the saucepan which is caus- 
ing a great stir, in more ways than one. 
It is glass—-yes, glass—the youngest 
member of the Pyrex family and called 
“Top-of-Stove Ware.” 

Meaning just that. You can use it 
over a gas flame, an electric element or 
on your hot range, and you can set it in 
the oven or in the refrigerator. Makes 
no difference in its young life, for it is 
tempered to withstand extremes of 
temperature. Tough, for all its daintiness! 

You'll be keen about the ingenious handle which is donned for top-stove 
cooking and taken off when the saucepan becomes a baker or a container for 
left-overs. Or when it appears on the table as a serving dish. 

The covers belonging to your round oven glass casseroles fit your new sauce- 
pan. Like them, it comes in one and one-and-a-half quart sizes and like them it 
is guaranteed for a year against breaking from either heat or cold. 

A family resemblance, you see. The difference is that this pan is lighter, 
more resistant, and has one more use to its credit. 

No wonder we are all in a dither about it. 





For the Baby 


HEAT, POUR and serve. I’m talking about those strained foods in little cans 
for little people. 

Baby has his own supply shelf nowadays—fresh vegetables with all their 
minerals and vitamins, nourishing soup, cereals, tomato juice and prunes, ready 
for breakfast, dinner and supper or whenever “feeding time’ comes round. 

You know what it was in the old days—washing, cooking, sieving and clear- 
ing up afterward, with waste of good food and loss of precious vitamins. Not 
any more. Simply heat the contents of the little tin and baby smacks his lips 
after a bowl of strained green spinach, golden carrots or smooth prune pulp. 
No worry about variety in his meals, for there is a range to satisfy any 
mother and please even the most fastidious baby. 

Soon you find yourself using these scientifically prepared vegetables in 
cream soups, soufflés or other dishes for the whole family. Come to think of it 
there’s a dozen uses for each one, besides the main purpose of catering to His 


Majesty the Baby. 


| your table often. = 
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GELATINE 


Made in Scotland 
for 100 Years 


CREAM CHOCOLATE 
SPONGE 


A Treat for the Children 


Two tablespoons Cox's Gelatine, 
V4, cup sugar, Vi squares sweet 
chocolate grated, 11/2 cups milk, 
1 egg, beaten, 1/2 teaspoon 
vie extract, 34 cup thick 
cream, whipped. 

Put milk, Gelatine, sugar and 
chocolate into saucepan. Stir 
over the fire until melted smooth, 
strain over egg, beat well, cool, 
add vanilla and cream. Pour into 
@ wet mold, turn out when firm. 
FREE RECIPE BOOK shows you 
how to prepare a variety of de- 
licious dishes with Cox's Gela- 
tine. Write Box 73, Montreal. 
Dept. d. 15 
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mured Elizabeth absently, “and if you'll 
get someone here I'll sign whatever ought 
to be signed.” 

It was impossible to mistake the terrible 
relief in the two old faces. It came sharply 
to Elizabeth’s mind that they had been 
living on this money for months, this and 
very little else. If they had told her that 
She sighed gently. They had never en- 
dured deprivation in all their lives. Money 
was the all-important factor in their lives 
because they nad had nothing else to call 
their own —except Elizabeth who did not 
resemble the Sloanes. 

Elizabeth drifted ahead in a dream of 
her own. After wires were sent, baggage 
dispatched, trains caught, ceremonies per- 
formed—that would be Jchn as she had 
always remembered him, clasping her 
tightly, saying, ‘I want your name to be 

your name must be--Betsy Paine;” 
kissing her in China, in any part of the 
world they happened to be; John and 
John’s little boys jn starched sailor suits 
with whistles around their necks 

“If you care for me as much as you say,” 
murmured Elizabeth carefully, ‘‘and if you 
wouldn’t mind the trip, I’d like to have 
you visit us.” 

The Sloanes were ready to agree to any- 
thing. They never would approve of 
Elizabeth’s second marriage, but it was 
good to know they could stay on in the 
country house, or in any other house they 
liked, and not have their food precariously 
dependent on the whims of a very small 
widow of twenty-one. They were polite 
enough to wish Elizabeth happiness. 

“‘Good-by,” she told them finally. ‘““We’ll 
see each other soon,” and she lay back in 
her Pullman seat and let the wheels of the 
train grind it out to her. “It was Andrew’s 
gift; he was always going to give you a 
wonderful gift. 





Love is a Boomerang 


(Continued from page 57) 





“Getting married is the best thing Ted 
could ever do,”’ he told her, heartily, ‘“tand 
I’m all for it.” 

She looked at his tanned, blonde lean- 
ness, at his steady blue eyes. Her heart 
melted in her bosom at the touch of him, 
but she was strong. 

She said, unsteadily: ‘You might as 
well know now, Sonny. . I'm not going 
to marry you.” 

He said: ‘‘You’re crazy, aren’t you?” 
And grinned. 

“No, I’m sane, unfortunately. I’d only 
ruin your life for you. You’d be sorry some 
day, if you married me.” 

“Don’t be a little idiot,” said Sonny 
impatiently. ‘‘You’re my career. You're 
all the career I want.” 

“You're going into politics like your 
father and grandfather and all the other 
Macklins,” she informed him. ‘“I-—I’d 
only be a handicap, with my stage back- 
ground. . . and—” 

Comprehension came to his startled blue 
eyes. Sonny was no fool. 

“You've been talking to my mother,”’ he 
accused, grimly. 

Under his look, she nodded helplessly. 
He scowled, 

“Who were you intending to marry, 
anyway—my mother. . or myself?” 

“But your mother is right,’’ she told 
him, miserably. ‘“‘Can’t you see? If you 
married me, everybody in your set 
would —” 

“Were you right about Ted and Kitty 
Balue?” he wanted to know, quietly. She 
was silent. He took her into his arms and 


The sheet of paper with Andrew’s small, 
precise writing on it, was folded in her bag 
but she knew it by heart. 


“Whether I leave you in six months or 
a year is a matter of fate, but I am not 
given more than a year. My heart has 
been in bad shape for some time. Don’t 
think that I am unhappy about it, my 
Elizabeth. I’ve made something of my 
life and I am married, for a little while, 
to the woman I love. That you have 
never been in love with me has made it 
easier. I couldn’t bear to hurt you, nor 
could I bear to leave a child in the world 
to grow up without his father. 

By now your period of waiting will be 
over. I want you to marry the man you 
love, and my gift to you will be your 
complete financial independence of the 
Sloanes. Don’t be afraid, my darling. 
You're so young. Run out to meet your 
life and take it by the hand. Do it for 
me as well as yourself. .Don’t let me feel, 
wherever I am, that I have taken some- 
thing beautiful and struck it dumb and 
blind and useless evermore. I will be 
with you always. Andrew.” 


Elizabeth thought wistfully of the 
heaven she had been taught about when 
she was small. She would like to believe in 
it still so that she might recognize Andrew 
as the brightest, biggest angel with the 
most glittering harp. As it was, Andrew 
was everywhere in the wheels of the 
train, in the trees flashing by outside the 
window, in the eyes of the children which 
might some day be born to her, and most 
of all in her heart like new courage. Eliza- 
beth felt as brave as a lion. She had never 
travelled alone before in her life, but now 
she was going to John Paine. 


tilted up her face. He said: ‘The trouble 
with women is that they can’t rest until 
they can run everything and everybody 
particularly their men.” He frowned. 
“Well, here’s one man no woman is going 
to run. . unless I pick her to run me.” 
His scowl turned to a grin. “And I’ve 
already picked her. See?” 

Terry began somewhat faintly: “But 
your mother—” 

“Mother is all wet,’’ said Sonny Mack- 
lin, shortly. ‘So is Society and all the rest 
of that bunk. Life’s too short as it is, and 
love’s the only thing in it that means any- 
thing. You said so yourself, not five 
minutes ago.” 

“But you are a Macklin, and J am on the 


stage 
“Once we’re married you'll be a Macklin 
too. . . just as Kitty will be an Ahern. 


A woman is what her husband is: that’s 
why it’s a man’s world. And as for your 
being a dancer, you’re the best darned 
dancer on the continent, aren’t you? Why, 
mother and I aren't the best darned any- 
thing. . . not even the richest.” He 
chuckled. ‘You’re the one who’s con- 
descending.” 

She said, happily: “‘You’re a crazy fool 
but I love you!” 

He told her: “You're a crazy fool, too; 
that’s why we'll make such a perfect 
couple.” 

She curled up in his arms, nestling 
comfortably. 

“Your mother will object. You know 
she will.” 

“She'll get over it,”” said Sonny, com- 
fortably. “Anyway, it’ll be too late for her 
to do anything about it, even if she wanted 
to. We’re going to make it a double wed- 
ding as soon as Ted gets back with 
Kitty.”’ He kissed her ear. “I’m running 
this show, darling; anyway, I’m running it 
for tonight.” 

Terry smiled. 

“Just for tonight then,”’ she conceded. 

A man’s world was best, after all, she 
thought, cosily. 
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“I do it the easy way 
... With Bon Ami 


and polish as I clean” 


Tin too, will find Bon Ami the easy way to a glis- 
tening high polish. It gives a beautiful shine without 
extra work. It keeps your kitchen sink smooth and 
easy to clean. For unlike coarse cleansers Bon Ami 
leaves no scratches to dull or mar the surface. 

And that’s not all—this “polishing cleanser” is 
actually kind to.the hands. It contains no harsh, 
caustic substances to make them red and rough. No 
wonder thousands of women who do their own house- 


work use only Bon Ami. 


BonAmi 


the better cleanser for sinks 
Made in Canada 
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Revolutionary method | 
| Girl Without Armor 


ENDS 


MOTH DAMAGE) 


FoR 12 MONTHS 


IN 1 APPLICATION 


(wear clothes any time ) 


The only home-use preparation that | 


withstood the dramatic Verified 
Mothproofing Test 








TOP BOTTOM 
Woollen cloth treated The same cloth treated 
with widely sold, or- by exclusive Larvex 

moth liquids. principle. After 12 


after moths arrived. fibre touched. 


Moths Can't Eat Wool 
Sprayed With Larvex 


months not a single 


Astonishing—this thrifty new method of 
mothproofing precious woollens for 12 


long months in a few minutes. 


Remarkable new Larvex liquid not 


only 


sweeps away old-fashioned moth 


bags and futile odors, but also ends the 
uncertainties of liquids lacking the ex- 


clusive Larvex principle. 


Authorities know risky sprays (and 
vapors) kill only the moths they touch— 
then quickly evaporate. New moths soon 


get through even the tiniest cracks and | 


feast undisturbed. 


Amazing and exclusive Larvex home- 
treatment mothproofs the cloth itself! 
THEN MOTHS CAN’T EAT IT! Only one 
application for a year’s protection for 
suits,coats and other woollens. No smells. 
No wrapping or storage—clothes ready 
to wear any season and always protected. 


USED BY BIG WOOLLEN MILLS 


Larvex is the only product sold by all 


druggists offering this revolutionary new 
safeguard. Big textile mills have used 
Larvex for years. Now thousands of 


women, too, know and depend on its con- 


venience and safety. 


Larvex has no odor. Harmless to fab- 
rics, humans, pets. Cannot stain. Also 


protects rugs, upholstery, drapes for a 


whole year. 


Don’t waste any more time and energy 
Spray 


with risky, out-dated methods. 


Larvex once—any time—and enjoy 12 


months of freedom from moth worries 


at small cost. 


Use the efficient Larvex.sprayer for 
Get a 


best results—it lasts for years. 


bottle of Larvex today. At all drug and 
department stores. 
THE. LARVEX CORP., 
ST. THERESE, P.Q. 








(Continued from page 31) 


She did not deny it again. If she was 
afraid, it was not of him but of the heavy 
beating of her own heart. She felt alive to 
pain and joy and all bitter sensory wounds 
again. She felt vulnerable, that was it; and 
it was a strange, terrifying feeling. 

‘‘What has changed mainly is the situa- 
tion between us, Elizabeth,” said John 
honestly. “Once some time ago you cared 
for me and I asked you to marry me. Cir- 
cumstances and a set of feelings and inhi- 
bitions that you had had since you were 
little prevented that. It is one thing to ask 
the girl who loves you to marry you; it’s 
another to ask a woman who has been. . . 
happily married once and lost her husband. 
Yet I’m asking you now. Now, Elizabeth.” 

“Don’t call me Elizabeth,”’ she whis- 


pered. “‘You called me Betsy, don’t you 
remember?” 
“T remember.’’ He waited. 


Elizabeth drew a long breath. 

“There are some things I should tell you, 
John. I don’t know if people would call 
my marriage a happy one, or not. I was 
very fond of Andrew and I think he loved 
me. I was glad of that. I liked keeping his 
house and I liked making him happy. 
But. . . I was never in love with my hus- 
band. I loved someone else. He knew— 
he-—” 

She stopped, unable to speak any more. 
She did not resist when John drew her into 
his arms and held her there, gently at first 
and then with an increasing awareness of 
their youth and their hunger and the dis- 
tances that had lain between them and 
were now melted into thin air. He held 
her until she raised her lips of her own 
accord to his, until the long procession of 
kisses which tried to bridge time and 
oceans and tragedy stopped from sheer 
lack of breath. 

“You'll marry me now,” John told her 
positively; “‘we’ll be happy and you'll like 
Hong Kong. That’s where I’m sent next. 
Oh, my dearest Betsy—”’ 


IN ANOTHER hour they sat stiffly in 
the Sloanes’ drawing-room staring uncom- 
fortably at the whatnot and the little gilt 
chairs and trying to explain the inexplic- 
able. 

“I think you'll agree, Mr. Paine,”’ said 
mama, “that it is absurd and preposterous 
for a young widow like Elizabeth to step 
back into her girlhood as quickly as this. 
You don’t know each other; you are com- 
plete strangers except for a rather unim- 
portant little love affair which took place 
largely during the Christmas holidays 
when Elizabeth was a child eighteen years 
old. Surely, Mr. Paine—”’ 

“It doesn’t matter how long we knew 
each other, does it?” pleaded Elizabeth. 
“We loved each other and you separated 
us once. How can you bear to tear us apart 
a Bs 
“For your own good,” began papa 
sententiously. 

“Oh, stop, stop! I don’t want to listen. 
John, go away now. I’ll write; truly I will. 
Let me think—”’ 

John Paine sat firmly on his own pre- 
carious gilt chair and refused to move. 

“They shan’t influence you without my 
being here in this room,” he said. 

“I’m tired. I can’t stand it. If we were 
in Hong Kong this minute, it wouldn’t be 
so hard,” she cried. “If it were over and 
done with—”’ 

“Hong Kong!”” Mama’s voice was shrill 
with horror. 

“Yes, Hong Kong,” said John doggedly. 
“That’s where I go next. Three weeks 
from today.” 

Mama did a thing Elizabeth had never 
seen her do before in all the years she had 


known her. She broke down, her large 
magnificent shoulders trembling with sobs, 
the tears rolling unchecked down the 
wrinkles of her long imposing face. In her 
grief she became a defeated old woman, 
striking at Elizabeth’s heart as it poised 
between the two worlds of the past and the 
future. Papa came to his wife’s side and 
patted her gently on the back. 

“Emily, dear, pull yourself together 

Slowly Elizabeth stood up and went 
toward the Sloanes. 

“Betsy!” pleaded John, his forehead 
beaded with perspiration in that cold 
closed room. 

Papa turned. “What your mother 
means, Elizabeth, is: How shall we bear it 
without you?” 

That was enough. Elizabeth ran to 
them and caught mama’s head against her 
young breast and faced John Paine. 

“T can’t leave, John. Do you see? Don’t 
think of me as a woman who is free and 
independent and won’t marry you. Think 
of me as a little child with no home, taken 
in by strangers.”” She was crying now. 
“That’s more than blood, really; and it 
must be more than love.” 

She did not say good-by this time, but 
for the second time in his life John touched 
her hand and stumbled out of the Sloane 
house for ever. 


ELIZABETH WAS ill for two weeks after 
that. The Sloanes hovered over her, 
brought her flowers, insisted on milk 
shakes every few hours. No reference was 
made to John Paine’s visit. 

Elizabeth was up in time for Thanks- 
giving dinner, which she played with and 
scarcely tasted. 

“Tomorrow will be a sad day for us all,”’ 
murmured mama patiently. 

Elizabeth remembered that it was both 
the anniversary of her marriage and the 
anniversary of Andrew’s death. 

“I’m glad Andrew couldn’t know that 
his widow would want to spend his money 
running around naval stations only a year 
after his death,” reproached mama bitterly. 

“Please!” said Elizabeth. The money 
had never occurred to her. She supposed 
vaguely that it might have made things 
easier for her in the Navy, but now it 
didn’t matter. 

“He’d run through your money in no 
time,”” added papa craftily, ‘“‘whereas I 
take good care of it for you.” 

Elizabeth quietly left the table. 


SHE WAS surprised to have a visitor the 
next day. Andrew’s lawyer came on the 
noon train and left a half hour or so later, 
pausing only long enough to give her a 
sealed letter addressed to her in Andrew’s 
writing. 

“I’m sorry to sadden you on a day like 
this,” he said apologetically. “But this 
letter was to be delivered to you exactly 
one year after your husband’s death. He 
was very particular about it.” 

When he had gone, Elizabeth evaded 
the Sloanes and took Andrew’s letter to her 
own room. After reading it with the slow 
tears gathering in her eyes, she moved 
quietly around the room packing her 
clothes. 

When mama tapped at her door, she 
said, “Come in,’”’ and went on with her 
packing. 

“Where are you going?” said mama 
apprehensively. ‘Where?’ 

“I think I can catch the transport to 
Hong Kong if I hurry,” said Elizabeth 
calmly. ‘John said it sailed tomorrow. 
We'll be married either tonight or early in 
the morning. Will you help me with 
this?” 

“Elizabeth, you promised to stay with 
us. You promised not to marry—” 
Mama’s voice was high and shrill. She sat 
on the edge of the bed plucking the rings 
on her veined hands. 

“Find papa for me,” asked Elizabeth. 

No one had to find him. He came in 
presently, a pompous figure of a man, 
ready to expostulate and advise. 

“I wanted to see you because the money 
all goes to you as long as you live,”’ mur- 
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Let science take the place of scrubbing and 
scouring a toilet. Sani-Flush is made scien- 
tifically to clean closet bowls. It puts an end 
to all unpleasant labor. Just sprinkle a little 
in the bowl. (Follow directions on the can.) 
Flush the toilet. 

Spots and incrustations are carried away. 
The porcelain glistens— white as snow. Odors 
and germs are killed. Sani-Flush even puri- 
fies the hidden trap that no amount of 
scrubbing and rubbing can reach. Try Sani- 
Flush for new cleanliness in the toilet. New 
sanitation. It cannot injure plumbing. Sani- 
Flush is also effective for cleaning automobile 
radiators (directions on can). Sold by grocery, 
drug, hardware, and syndicate stores—25 
and 15 cent sizes. Made in Canada. Dis- 
tributed by Harold F. Ritchie J 
& Company, Ltd., Toronto. 





CLEANS TOILET BOWLS WITHOUT SCOURING 
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EVERYTHING 


A cleaner and cleanser for carefully 
appointed homes. A little dissolved 
in water cleans easily and quickly 
in a scientific manner. 


Ask your grocer 
Manufactured by 21 
Galt Chemical Products, Ltd., Galt, Ont. 





Retain the original beauty 
of your Jubilee Silver by 
cleaning it with 
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Plate Powder or Plate Polish 


In Boxes 


Sole Proprietors and Manufacturers 
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England 
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This Little Pig — Recipes 


HAM 
WHOLE 


Mild cured hams need no previous soaking. 

Strong cured hams are better if soaked overnight in water. 

Ham may be cooked in water thus: 

Wash thoroughly, place on a rack in a large kettle and add water to cover. 
Cover and cook at simmering temperature (just below boiling) until tender 
—twenty-five to thirty minutes to the pound, or until the roast meat ther- 
mometer inserted in the thickest part of the meat and allowed to remain 
there during the cooking registers 170 degrees Fahr., or reaches 
the "well-done" mark. If desired, a bit of celery, onion, carrot or bay leaf 
may be added to the water. Allow the ham to cool in the broth and finish 
the cooking by removing the rind, scoring the fat and rubbing with brown 
sugar as directed for baked ham. 


Ham may be baked thus: 

Wash thoroughly and place in a baking pan, fat side up. Cook in a slow 
oven—300 degrees Fahr.—until done, twenty-five to thirty minutes to the 
pound or until a meat thermometer registers "Well done." When the ham 
is baked, remove the rind, score the surface with diagonal cuts through the 
fat, rub with a mixture of one-half cupful of brown sugar and one table- 
spoonful of flour and dot with cloves. Return to the oven, increase the 
heat to 400 or 425 degrees Fahr. and cook until nicely browned. Serve on 
a large platter, garnished as desired. 

Some suggestions for appropriate and interesting accompaniments are: 


Glazed pineapple slices 

Thick slices of orange (unpeeled) cooked in spiced syrup, drained, 
topped with pineapple wedges to form a star and centred with cran- 
berry jelly 

Glazed apple rings or tiny baked apples 

Drained peach halves; add butter and salt and broil until hot and 
lightly browned 

Large soaked prunes, steamed until tender, stones removed and section 
of orange inserted 

Sautéed bananas 


HAM SLICE 


May be broiled. Trim off the rind and cut the edges to prevent curling. 
Cook on the broiler under moderate heat, turning frequently, allowing about 
ten minutes for a very thin slice and twenty to thirty minutes for slices 
one-half to one inch thick. 

May be baked with fruit juice. Select a slice about one inch thick and brown 
on both sides. Place in a baking dish, sprinkle with a few cloves and pepper- 
corns and pour fruit juice around it. Bake in a moderate oven—325 to 350 
degrees Fahr.—until tender (about one hour}, basting occasionally with the 
fruit juice. Thicken the juice and serve as a sauce with the meat. Juices 
sogeesied are: pineapple, peach, pear, grape, orange, cider. Slices or 
halves of the fruits may be baked with the meat or in a separate pan with 
some of the liquid from the ham, and served as a garnish. 

HAM SLICE CREOLE, Lay a one-inch slice of ham on thinly sliced onions in 
a baking dish. Cover with highly seasoned canned tomatoes and bake about 
one hour. 

HAM SLICE WITH SAVORY TOPPING. Cover one-half inch slices of ham 
with a topping made from the finely chopped fat (trimmed from the slices), 
minced parsley and minced onion. Sprinkle lemon juice over the mixture 
and bake at 400 degrees Fahr. until tender (30 to 45 minutes.) 

HAM BAKED IN MILK. Rub the slice (one inch or more thick) with pre- 
pared mustard; lay in a baking dish, cover with milk and cook until tender. 
Use the milk, thickened if desired, as a gravy. 

HAM SLICE WITH SWEET POTATOES. Rub the ham slice with brown sugar, 
place in a casserole with water or fruit juice. Arrange sliced, boiled, sweet 
potatoes in the baking dish, sprinkle with brown sugar and salt and bake 
the two together, basting with the liquid in the pan until the meat is tender 
and the potatoes nicely browned. 


HAM LOAF 


IV Pounds of chopped cooked ham ‘| Cupful of tomato soup 

4, Pound of fresh pork 2 Cupfuls of bread crumbs 

3 Eggs 1 Small onion, finely chopped 
Chop the ham and the pork and mix thoroughly. Add the well-beaten eggs 
and the remaining ingredients. Shape into a loaf from 2!/2 to three inches 
thick and bake in a slow oven—300 degrees Fahr.—for one hour. Serve hot 
with horseradish sauce. 


CREAMED HAM AND EGGS 


2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 1'/, Cupfuls of chopped cooked ham 

2 Tablespoonfuls of flour 2 Slices hard-cooked eggs 

V4 Teaspoonful of salt | Tablespoonful of chopped green 

1 Cupful of milk pepper (if desired) 
Melt the butter, stir in the flour and salt and when smooth and well blended, 
add the milk gradually. Stir over hot water until thick and smooth. Add the 
chopped ham, the sliced hard-cooked eggs and the chopped green pepper. 
Heat through and seftve on toast, 


HAM AND BEAN SALAD 


1 Can of baked beans 

1 Cupful of diced cooked ham 
1/3 Cupful of chopped green pepper 
Combine the beans, ham, green pepper and salt and arrange mounds of 
this mixture in lettuce cups on salad plates. Make a depression in the top 
of the mound and pour in one tablespoonful of dressing. Sprinkle with 
chopped parsley, chill and serve. 


Yo Teaspoonful of salt 
Lettuce, boiled dressing, parsley 








This Aladdin Chocolate Cake 


E call it one-minute cake 

because it takes only one 
minute to beat it together. We call 
it Aladdin Cake because it is a 
miracle of flavour—cake AND 
frosting —WHEN MADE WITH 
BAKER’S CHOCOLATE. Try it 
—with the recipe given here. 


NEW LOW PRICE 
NEW CONVENIENCE 


Your grocer has Baker’s Chocolate at a 
new low price which means that anyone 
can afford genuine Baker’s. MORE — 
we’ve added new convenience to the 
packing. Baker’s Chocolate now comes in 
separate, one-ounce wrapped cakes—each 
cake again divided for easy use of % 
ounces. Eight cakes to the half -pound 
carton. Made in Canada. 

SEND FOR FREE RECIPE BOOK—Send 
the end flap of a Baker’s Chocolate carton 
with your name and address, for free 60- 
page book, “Baker’s Best Chocolate Re- 
cipes”. Write Consumer Service Dept., 
General Foods Limited, Cobourg, Ontario. 
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ALADDIN CHOCOLATE CAKE 
1% cups sifted Swans Down Cake Flour 
1 % teaspoons Baking Powder 


1% teaspoon salt 1 cup sugar 
5 enon softened butter or other 
ort 
2 eggs, well beaten % cup milk 


¥% teaspoon vanilla 
2 squares Baker’s Unsweetened Choco- 
late, melted 

Sift flour once, measure, add baking pow- 
der, salt, and sugar, and sift together 
three times. Add butter. Combine eggs, 
milk, and vanilla, and add to flour mix- 
ture, stirring until all flour is dampened. 
Add chocolate and blend. Then beat 
vigorously 1 minute. Bake in pan, 
8 x 8 x 2 inches, in moderate oven (325° 
F.), 1 hour. Spread Chocolate Orange 
Butter Frosting on top and sides of cake. 


CHOCOLATE 
ORANGE BUTTER FROSTING 


2 teaspoons grated orange rind 

4 tablespoons butter 

2 cups sifted confectioners’ sugar 
1% squares Baker’s Unsweetened Choco- 

late, melted Dash of salt 

4 teaspoons orange juice (about) 
Combine orange rind and butter; cream 
well. Add part of sugar gradually, blend- 
ing after each addition. Add chocolate 
and salt and mix well. Add remaining 
sugar, alternately with orange juice until 
of right consistency to spread. Beat thor- 
oughly after each addition. (All measure- 
ments are level.) 


THE ORIGINAL UNSWEETENED 
CHOCOLATE—SUBSTITUTES WILL 
NOT GIVE SAME RESULTS, 
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BERKELEY SQUARE 


@ Slender and lovely... delightfully 
feminine ... “Berkeley Square” with 
its delicacy, grace and charm is the 
crowning triumph in Community Plate, 
the makers of which recommend Silvo 
to preserve its loveliness. 


Cherish 


Its Charm 
with SILVO 


You can trust Silvo to keep 
all your silver exquisite and 
radiant. This bland, safe 
liquid polish maintains the 
glowing lustre of which you 
are so proud. 


Nothing is lovelier than 
faultless silver. Nothing 
treasures the lovely surface 
like Silvo Silver Polish. 
SILVO is always consider- 
ate of the beauty it cherishes. 


o 
“Please send me free test tin of SILVO.” 











NAME...... encccces ceseccssccccoeassecesccooscccces 


ADDRESS. RE str mnRRReeneeT fnaeseranerccelntr etre. 


Silvo 


LiIQuID SILVER POLISH 
RECKITTS (Oversea) LIMITED, 1614 Amherst St., Montreal 











For the “Tall Stout 


and Short Stout” 
(Continued from page 24} 





bridge dress a good rich beige georgette or 
dull crépe would be excellent. Contrasting 
or harmonizing tones of the materials 
could be used as pipings, or bindings, or 
lace may be inserted in the dress keeping 
always to a “V”’ neckline in placing these 
trimmings. Collars and cuffs, if used, 
should be simple and flat. A long necklace 
of brown or green beads will add length 
and break the chest expanse. 

Daytime prints should be in small mixed 
patterns. For evening, however, strange 
as it may seem, a large scattered pattern 
will be a distinguished choice. You have all 
seen some of those lovely materials with 
plain grounds and five or six widely dis- 
persed flowers. If you go in for this sort of 
thing, a very well designed dress is neces- 
sary where movement of the material will 
prevent the patterns from looming up like 
cabbages in prominent spots. 

For sport dresses, dull silks and dull cot- 
tons are best. Inconspicuous soft-toned 
stripes used on the perpendicular or diag- 
onal line will be flattering. Long sleeves 
give the best effect, but if you insist on 
short sleeves keep the shoulder line well 
down over the shoulder joint, otherwise 
your upper-arm muscles will be too notice- 
able. Fullness in the back of the blouse 
should be provided by fine tucks or in- 
verted pleats to give the shoulders com- 
fortable movement. 

Medium brimmed hats for tailored 
occasions and large ones for dressy affairs 
will prove becoming. 

For the short stout, a suit with a full- 


length coat will be better as it gives more 
height. A navy silk or fine cloth coat over 
a small patterned crépe dress or a soft 
powder blue dress in dull crépe or georgette 
will be smart and useful. 

Of course you can wear a short-coated 
suit if the material is fine and soft like 
georgette or silk. The coat should be 
fingertip length in the back and it should 
curve on a rising line toward the front. 
High wide revers or a tiny cape will make 
your shoulders seem wider and lessen the 
apparent size of your hips. 

Sport dresses should be in dull materials. 
Checks are not a very happy choice for any 
large woman. A fine stripe may be worn, 
much more pronounced in color than for a 
tall person. From bust to hem the stripes 
should run down. From bust to shoulder 
they should carry the eye up and out to 
give width. Avoid horizontal effects. 

Small and medium brimmed hats must 
be worn by the short woman who is stout 
unless she would risk appearing like a 
mushroom. 

Cross-over lines and tiny shoulder capes 
will be becoming for your little pastel 
summer dresses. 

A word of warning to all stouts in regard 
to active tennis and boating costume. 
Shorts and slacks are really meant for boy- 
ish figures. I take the credit (or the blame) 
for sending the first shorts to this country 
some seven years ago. Every time I see 
them on a fat woman my conscience gives 
me an ugly turn, so please reserve them for 
the depths of the woods. 

The sum total of the rules is simply this: 

Where Nature has played you false, you 
must by artifice make your faulty propor- 
tions appear normal in the eye of the 
beholder. By padding out deficiencies, by 
camouflaging with color, material, line, 
strive to make your figure approach the 
ideal and remember by way of consolation 
that about ninety per cent of the smartness 
we admire is merely a triumph of art over 
nature, 


This Little Pig — Recipes 
BACON 


May be served: Alone, with eggs, with liver, with oysters, on vegetable 
casseroles and other casserole dishes, chopped in omelets, scrambled eggs, 
dressing for fowl or meat, muffins, sandwich fillings, or wrapped around 
rolled cheese sandwiches or large stuffed olives and broiled. : 


May be cooked: By pan broiling, by grilling, in the oven, or by frying in 
BAKED BACON 


deep fat. 


4-Pound piece of back bacon 
1 Teaspoonful of dry mustard 


VY Cupful of vinegar 


Brown Sugar 


Wipe the bacon, place in a large kettle of cold water, bring to simmering 
point and simmer until tender (about one hour). Remove from the water, 





} 
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HERE’S A TREAT 
FOR YOU! 


Here is as delicious an assortment as 
ever came from an English biscuit 
bakery ! A delightful variety of fancy 
biscuits will be found in P.F. Assorted. 
You’ll also like the Lemon Puff Creams. 
Try them! 


PEEK FREAN 


LEMON PUFF CREAMS 
AND P.F. ASSORTED 


PEEK FREAN 


& COMPANY, LIMITED, 
LONDON, ENGLAND 


“wauersot BISCUITS” 


FAMOUS 


“Oh! New Mexico” 


ECEMBER 30th. 

I awoke in the 
desert of New Mex- 
ico to behold gol- 
den sand, golden 
grass, green - gold 
sage brush, golden 
wastes, vast, crag- 
gy, creviced, cliff- 
sided buttes rising 
turret-like, a wide 
domain bounded by 
purple mountains 
and _ unpaintable 
— sky. ao terri- 
ying desert,” says 
one. “A vast do- 
main, sun _ gilded, 
crisp, ozone-laden 





take off the rind and place fat side up on a rack in an open baking pan. 
Score and rub the mustard and brown sugar into the fat. Add the vinegar 
slowly, forming a paste on top of the bacon and bake in a moderate oven 
—375 degrees Fahr.—until nicely browned; about forty-five minutes. 


CHEESE TOAST WITH BACON 


Yo Pound of sliced bacon Yo Teaspoonful of Worcestershire 


air, where a super 
race might breed,” 
says another. 

And what a les- 
son! Everything 
could grow here for 
building a_ super 
race, yet only buf- 





The above ia from a 
photograph of Robt. 
G. Jackson, M.D., 
taken in his 77th year. 


4 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
2 Cupfuls of milk 


sauce 


2/3 Cupful of grated cheese 


& Slices of toast 


i Teaspoonful of salt 
GY; Teaspoonful of paprika 


eet the bacon until nicely browned. Keep hot and make a sauce as 
follows: 

Add the flour to four tablespoonfuls of bacon dripping and stir until smooth. 
Add the milk gradually, stirring until thick and smooth. Season with the salt, 
paprika and sauce and stir in the grated cheese. Cook only until the cheese 
is melted—about two minutes—and pour this sauce over the hot toast. 
Place two or three slices of bacon on each piece and serve at once. 


CREAMED BACON AND POTATOES 


3 Tablespoonfuls of bacon dripping % Cupful of milk 
| Tablespoonful of minced green | Cupful of finely chopped cooked 


er bacon 

V, Fob espoonful of minced celery Salt, pepper and paprika 

| Tablespoonful of minced parsley 2 Cupfuls of cooked diced potatoes 
3 Tablespoonfuls of flour ce 
Add the minced green pepper, celery and parsley to the bacon dripping 
and cook slowly for a few minutes. Stir in the flour and when blended, add 
the milk gradually, stirring until the mixture thickens. Add the diced bacon 
and the seasonings and lastly add the diced cooked potatoes. Heat 
through and serve sprinkled with minced parsley and paprika. 





falo grass and sage 
brush grow. Why? : 
No water. The lesson? Everything needs 
balance. 3 

Man is the highest expression of life. 
Balance is more important to him than 
to other species, to enable him to mani- 
fest his potential perfection. Food is his 
most important factor, for his body can 
be only as perfect as the foods that build 
it. Man has overlooked this factor and 
the tragedy of omnipresent disease stalks 
the race. 

Only 2 per cent. of his foods are natural, 
vital and richly mineralized, while 80 per 
cent. should be. 

I have rebuilt my body to be so vital 
at 78 that I defy disease, colds, aches or 
peins. If you do nothing else, use Roman 

eal and Kofy-Sub freely for one month 
and note the freedom of bowel action and 
the improved sense of well being. Then 
I shall not need to urge their constant 
use. If you desire my free literature, 
write me. Address Robt. G. Jackson, 
M.D., 516 Vine Ave., Toronto. 


Cite awn 460. 


eo. 
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640 642 


DESCRIPTIONS OF CHATELAINE PATTERNS 
ALL ONE PRICE—15 CENTS 


No. 637. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40. 
Size 34 requires 47% yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial for long-sleeved version and the separ- 
ate detachable collar requires 44 yard. 

No. 643. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40. 
Size 34 requires 414 yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial for jacket and skirt and 134 yards of 
39-inch lining. 

No. 639. Sizes 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44. 
Size 36 requires 43¢ yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial for long-sleeved dress without pockets, 
214 yards of 39-inch for separate jacket 
and 13 yards of 39-inch lining. 

No. 634. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40. 
Size 34 requires31% yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial and 144 yard of 39-inch contrasting for 
dress with contrasting belt. The short- 
sleeved jacket requires 17% yards of 39- 
inch material. 

No. 636. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40. 
Size 34 requires 41% yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial and 34 yard of 39-inch contrasting for 
three-quarter sleeve dress with contrasting 
collar, belt and pockets. 

No. 641. Sizes 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 
46. Size , requires 31% yards of 39-inch 
material for long-sleeved dress and 414 
yards of 39-inch for separate redingote. 

No. 640. Sizes 30, 32, 34, 36 and 38. 
Size 34 requires 4 yards of 39-inch material, 
3 yards lace edging and 2% yards 4-inch 
ribbon for sash. 

No. 642. Sizes 30, 32, 34, 36 and 38. 
Size 34 requires 53g yards of 39-inch 
material. 

No. 619. Sizes 30, 32, 34, 36 and 38. 
Size 34 requires 244 yards of 39-inch 
printed material and 15% yards of 39-inch 
plain material for short-sleeved blouse and 
skirt, or 4 yards of 39-inch material for 
long-sleeved blouse and skirt of one 
material. 

No. 611. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40. 
Size 34 requires 4 yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial and 34 yard of 35-inch contrasting 
material for long-sleeved dress with con- 
trasting collar and wristband. 


No. 1013. Sizes 2, 4, 6, and 8. Size 4 
requires 7% yard of 35-inch material for 
trousers, 134 yards of 32-inch material for 
blouse, and 14 yard of 35-inch lining. 

No. 683. “Sizes 4, 6, 8 and 10. Size 4 
requires 114 yards of 35-inch material for 
jacket and ‘waaene, 14% yards of 35-inch 
material for blouse, and 14 yard of 35-inch 
lining. 

No. 564. Sizes 2, 4 and 6. ms requires 
154 yards of 39-inch material, 34 yard of 
35- inch contrasting material and 2 yards 
of binding for short-sleeved dress. 

No. 1240. Sizes 8, 10, 12 and 14. Size 
8 requires 314 yards of 39-inch material 
and \% yard of 35-inch contrasting material 
for duoin and jacket. 

No. 109. Sizes 6, 8, 10, 12 and 14. Size 
8 requires 134 yards of 54-inch material 
and 2\% yards of 39-inch lining. 

No. 563. Sizes 2, 4 and 6. Size 4 requires 
21% yards of 39-inch material and 14% 
yards of 35-inch lining. 

No. 623. Sizes 6, 8, 10 and 12. Size 8 
requires 214 yards of 39-inch material and 
5¢ yard of 35-inch contrasting for short- 
sleeved dress. 

No. 543. Sizes 2, 4 and 6. Size 4 re- 
quires 134 yards of 39-inch material and 
1% vals of 1%-inch ruffling for dress. 
The coat and hat require 25 yards of 39- 
inch material, 134 yards of 39-inch lining 
and %% yard of 35-inch interlining. 

No. 580. Sizes 2, 4,6 and 8. Size 4 re- 
quires 134 yards of 35- or 39-inch material 
and \% yard of 35-inch contrasting for 
short-sleeved dress. 

No. 617. Sizes 8, 10, 12 and 14, Size 
8 requires 2 yards of 39-inch material and 
16 yard of 35-inch contrasting for long- 
sleeved dress. 

No. 615. Sizes 10, 12, 14 and 16. Size 
10 requires 3 yards of 39-inch material, 
5¢ yard of 35-inch contrasting material and 
¥ yard of 35-inch lining for camisole. 

No. 233. Sizes 4, 6, 8 and 10. Size 4 
requires 114 yards of 39-inch material for 
skirt and suspenders, and 114 yards of 35- 
inch material for blouse with ruffles. 


DESCRIPTIONS OF FABRICS ON PAGES 40 and 41 


FABRICS in the banners carried by the 
figures on pages 40 and 41 represent the 
smartest of colorful new designs being 
shown for mid-spring and summer wear. 
From left to right, the first banner is a 
faintly designed navy from Bruck Silk Mills, 
yarn by Courtaulds (Canada) Ltd. The 
second is light-weight woollen goods from 
William Hollins and Co., Ltd., of brown 
and beige plaid. Three is a pink slub crépe 
based on peasant linen influence from 
Canadian Celanese Limited. The last 
fabric on page 40 is a yellow, brown and 
white check in light woollen, also from 
William Hollins and Co., Ltd. 


At the left on page 41 is a navy crépe 
with a diagonal stripe in the weave from 
Bruck Silk Mills. The yarn is by Court- 
aulds (Canada) Limited. Next is a fine 
green voile with floral design embroidered 
in white, from Dominion Textile Co., 
Limited. Seven, another new material 
from Canadian Celanese Limited, is a 
novelty weave crépe in a delicate peach 
shade. The last banner is of voile. The 
large and smaller white circles are on a 
royal blue background, and small dots 
embroidered in blue completely cover the 
material. This is also a product of Dom- 
inion Textile Co., Limited. 
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OST mothers know that whole wheat 

supplies the vital elements so neces- 
sary to make strong muscles, and sound 
teeth and bones. And Shredded Wheat is 
100% whole wheat, Nature’s perfect cereal 
food, nothing added, nothing taken away. 
Children thrive on Shredded Wheat. Serve 
it at least once a day with rich, 
wholesome milk and fresh or 
| canned fruits or berries. 





12 big biscuits 
in every box 
















THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT 
ge LTD. 


Niagara Falls 


SHREDDED WHEAT 


The Gift of Radiant 
HEALTH 


Is Worth All Else 
Beside 









Beauty is the radiance 
of good health. Oval- 
tine gives you health 
... energy... strength 
... vitality. Ovaltine 
concentrates the nutri- 
ents of certain vital 
foods in an easily di- 


gestible form. Delicious 





in milk — hot or cold. 


OVA LTINE 


Tonic Food Heverage 











POR GRRL os 


Fee 


Sate, 


Seg aA RRR FAIR RNA Sr Ti eye 


PS ae Se ne eat 


Pi Re AIR Ey 


88 


Children are not the only 
ones—Dad loves Lyle’s 
Golden Syrup, too. Because 
it’s so delicate and delicious 
in flavour and so pure. It 
leaves none of that stale 
after-taste. It is a pure sugar 
syrup — different to corn 
syrap. Try it. Your grocer 
has it. An English product. 


1 Ib, 2 Ib., 4 Ib., and 
14 tb. tins. Importei 
direct from England. 


Packed by Tate and 
Lyle Limited, Mincing 
Lane, London, England. 
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The Pigott-built house, Hamilton, Ontario, first product 
of an important experiment. Hutton and Souter, Architects. 


Design Bor Livin 


by HELEN G. CAMPBELL 


IF YOU’RE building a house or a Castle 
in Spain, you will be interested in this 
latest 1936 model, up-to-the-minute in 
style and even a step ahead of the times in 
materials and construction. 

It’s new and it’s news—good news to all 
home-builders. 

You know at first glance that this is 
good design, pleasing in its dignity of line 
and simplicity of treatment. Imagine it 
in its setting to appreciate the charm of 
old-white stucco relieved by the greenish- 
black of the doors and the old pink which 
marks off the arches and outlines the 
upper windows. Wrought iron verandah 
and balcony balustrades complete the 
effect of restrained and tasteful decoration. 

Handsome is as handsome does, how- 
ever; which is something to remember 
when you go house-hunting or study blue- 
prints. Herein lies the real news, for this 
modern dwelling is designed and con- 
structed to do handsomely by its ultimate 
owners. It serves the family’s comfort by 
its compact labor-saving plan, their health 
by conditioned air and controlled humid- 
ity, their safety and ease of mind by fire- 
proof materials and their thrift by its 
money-saving insulation. 

To achieve a new high standard in 
housing, the builders turned their backs 
on orthodox technique and applied the 
principles accepted in the erection of sky- 
scrapers. For example, the entire frame- 
work is structural steel—not wooden 
beams and laths and what-have-you. 
Around this for insulation purposes three- 
inch cork slabs are secured by non-con- 
ducting material. Metal mesh is then 
attached to the cork on both inside and 
outside walls to hold the plaster for the 
interior finish and the stucco—brick or 
stone if you prefer—on the exterior. The 
roof is zinc and the floor is reinforced con- 
crete completely covered With linoleum. 
The casement windows are double glassed, 
fully equipped with Venetian blinds and 
awnings. 

So you have a fireproof structure almost 
as well insulated as a vacuum bottle. 
Unique today, but probably commonplace 
tomorrow as it is well suited to the Cana- 
dian climate which, you'll agree, is unique 
in itself. 

An efficient air-conditioning system 
maintains fair weather indoors irrespective 
of winter or summer’s worst. In a never- 
ending cycle it draws in fresh air from the 
outside; warms, washes, humidifies, circu- 
lates it throughout the house and draws it 
back to be renewed and reconditioned. 
Or in summer it will bring in the cool night 


air, dehumidify it and ensure a comfort- 
able temperature on the hottest day. No 
radiators anywhere, nothing but incon- 
spicuous grilles in the walls through which 
the air enters and returns to the basement. 


Many other features combine to make 
housekeeping easy and pleasant. The 
kitchen is rectangular in shape with good 
natural and artificial lighting, a ventilating 
fan and a convenient arrangement of 
commodious cupboards, electric stove, 
electric refrigerator and monel metal sink. 
The lower cabinets are topped with monel 
metal counters to provide ample work 
surfaces, and outlets for toaster, perco- 
later and other appliances are provided in 
strategic positions. Tulip yellow and deep 
blue is the color scheme. 


In the living room the effect of spacious- 
ness is achieved by good proportions and a 
decorative scheme of appropriate simpli- 
city which succeeds in being at the same 
time smart and livable. Built-in bookcases 
and radio cabinet and a permanent com- 
fortable window seat extending along one 
wall are examples of the clever use of 
available space. 

The color plan was inspired by the 
brilliantly designed and executed mural 
recessed above the fireplace—two great 
cockatoos in old-white and saffron yellow 
against the dark brown and terra-cotta 
background. The walls are covered with 
wall paper in a lustrous copper finish; and 
to contrast with its rich shiny surface, dull 
fabrics are used in draperies, upholstery 
and hearth rug. Curtains are of string 
colored crash, the window seat has a plaid 
covering in tones of brown, terra-cotta and 
old-white and the tufted rug is a natural 
shade of wool. Chair and chesterfield are 
upholstered in textured material of terra- 
cotta and string color. Matching the 
beech trim of the fireplace are a coffee 
table, a desk and chair in this wood. 

Scandinavian colors and motifs are 
used with charming effect in the dining 
room. Walls are plain with a nine-inch 
frieze of attractive and amusing design 
which is repeated on the doors of the two 
lacquered commodes—one at either end of 
the room. There is a light maple dining 
table and six Swedish-modern chairs 
upholstered in a horizontal striped fabric 
combining oyster white, green and the blue 
of the floor linoleum. A rug of modern 
design with fringed ends covers the centre 
of the floor. 

Upstairs the master bedroom, guest 
room and a child’s room are attractively 
decorated. 
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THIS DELICIOUS 


Hot Bovril is good and good for 


you anytime. It hits the spot ss: 
especially in cold, raw weather. 

If you are chilled, tired or low- 
Spirited, stir a teaspoonful of Bovril 
in a cup of boiling water and see how 
good it makes you feel. Get a bottle 
today. 


BOVRIL 


IS CONCENTRATED 
BEEF GOODNESS 


36M1 











Super-Soup 
when you add 
a _ drops 


rie 


OCAUCE 


THE ADDED TOUCH THAT MEANS SO MUCH 
—_—_—_—_————————i—_—_— 


“A SMART 


DRESSMAKING 


@ Rixt a Home... in 

spare you ‘can 
now learn all the professional 
secrets of designing and making 
the smart new fashions, You 
can have more clothes, with 
smart individuality, and save 
one-half their cost or you can 
earn money at home... or 
have a good income in a smart 
dressmaking shop of your own. 

SEE FOR YOURSELF how 


it learn. Mail co 
for booklet ‘and full information. 




















WOMAN’S INSTITUTE 
Dept. C-252 Montreal, Que. 
Send information booklet 
about course checked below: 
CMaking Clothes for Myself 
OProfessional 
CoHome Cooking OOMillinery 
CoTea Room Management 
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Everybody dances.” 
“Just follow me. 
Take that 


“Sure you dance. 
He drew her to her feet. 
Just walk along—attagirl! 
yardstick out of your back.” 

“Oh, excuse me! I—I’d better stop. 
I’m afraid I’m too old to learn now.” 

He dropped his arm and stood frowning. 
“Yes, there’s that,” he said. “Still, for an 
old lady, you’ve caught on to a number of 
things pretty quickly. All this chi-chi,”’ 
She laughed, which was what he had 
wanted her to do. “And I take it,”’ he said 
“that you’ve found out the money’s real 
enough.” 

“I suppose it must be.” 

“It’s very unhealthy to suppose any- 
thing in this world,”’ he said. ‘‘Once I sup- 
posed I was in love with a girl and that she 
was in love with me, and it really wasn’t so 
at all.” 

“II should think that was a thing you 
would know about.” 

“Lord, no! That’s the last thing you 
know about. If more people knew that, 
we wouldn’t be in so much hot water over 
it all.” 

Her laugh rang out and as suddenly 
stopped. The radio was saying, ‘This is 
Sari Bardell singing to you from the Club 
Royale—”’ 

Henry took two steps toward the radio 
but Manon said, ‘‘Please, don’t turn it off.” 

And the husky, throbbing little voice of 
Sari sang: 


“You never looked at me until, I 
looked at you, 

My beauty did not see nor that my 
eyes were blue—” 


“She—she sounds very sad, doesn’t 
she?”” Manon said. 

“That’s her line. All washed up by the 
sea of love and so on.” 

“Do you know her?” 

“Everybody knows Sari, little one.” 

“Is she pretty?” 

He shrugged. “If your taste runs to 
snaky blondes.” 


“You never touched my hand, my 
lips you never pressed, 
Until my love for you, I foolishly—’”’ 


“For goodness sake,’’ said Corabelle, 
waking up to what was happening, “turn 
that thing off. That woman’s voice gives 
me the creeps.” 


BACK AND FORTH, back and forth 
Manon paced. Corabelle had advised her 
to see Leigh in the library. ‘“You’re not 
likely to be disturbed there,’’ which was a 
miracle of under-statement. Except for the 
overflow during a party, and a daily 
cleaning, the startlingly modernistic lib- 
rary was never disturbed. But it was after 
three, and there was no Leigh to be seen. 
Back and forth paced Manon in her new 
chartreuse dress. She had been calm in the 
beginning. Calm and full of a stern sense 
of duty. But the delay was trying. The 
palms of her hands were moist and once 
she went to the mirror and peered anx- 
iously at her face. That, at least, was 
reassuring. She stood and admired it in a 
quite impersonal, detached manner. It 
looked like the faces she had so bitterly 
envied—like a valentine. A small red 
heart for a mouth, lacy lashes and faintly 
glowing cheeks. 

“Mr. Hastie,”’ said the maid from the 
doorway. 

Manon turned and there he was. He 
did not stir for a moment. He stood and 
gazed at her. He had received her note 
with enormous relief, and not a little re- 
morse that he had acted so hastily. He had 
come running, full of hope and eager to 
absolve himself. But for a moment he 
could think of nothing save the wonderful 
change that had come over his little friend. 

“Manon!” He crossed the room and 
took both her hands, held them wide and 
looked her over. “Is this really you?” 

Her heart going like mad, she said: 
“Yes, it’s me.” 

“But you're lovely: you were always 
that, but now you're a different lovely.” 


“It’s the new dress. Madame threw my 
others away.” 

“Not only the dress. It’s something else, 
too. You've been curling your hair.” 

“Just a little.” 

“T’m all awe and admiration.” 

His surprise and delight were honest 
enough, Though she had armored herself 
against him, his eyes kindled a flame’ in her 
heart and in her cheeks. She must not let 
him do that to her. She said quickly, dis- 
tantly, “Please sit down. It was nice of 
you to come.” 

“Your note nearly knocked me over. 
I thought you’d sailed—”’ 

“No, father went alone. 
join him later.” 

His eyes went round the modernistic 
library. ‘‘You’re staying here—with the 
Ventoris?”’ 

“Yes. They were kind enough to take 
me in.” 

“I’m sure they’re delighted to have 
you,” he said dryly and sat down. 

Manon sat down, too, her hands folded 
tightly in her lap. “I wanted to see you 
because I thought—I thought perhaps 
that if we could have a little talk, we might 
not need any lawyers, Leigh.” 

He leaned forward in his chair and his 
voice was quick and warm. ‘“That would 
be fine, Manon. Believe me, the last thing 
in the world I want is to have any trouble 

any hard feelings. And I want you to 
know that I’m glad—very glad Aunt 
Amelia left you her money. It was rather 
a shock at first—”’ he grinned. “After all, 
I’m only human, but I honestly think it’s 
right and fine. As I told you the other day 

and I meant it sincerely—I want noth- 
ing but the chateau. I do feel I have a 
prior claim to that.” 

“Yes,” she said. “I think you have. 
And I want you to have it—”’ 

“Bless your little heart—” 

“But I can’t give it to you if you—if—” 

Still smiling, he said, “If what, Manon?” 

“If you marry Sari Bardell,” she said. 

He could only stare, while all the friend- 
liness and good humor went out of his face 
and it grew taut and livid. “So that’s what 
you wanted to say to me,” he said at last. 

“Yes. I’m sorry. I mean, I didn’t in- 
tend to blurt it out like that. I meant to 
say it properly—”’ 

“As though there were any proper way 
of saying a thing like that!” 

“I—I suppose there isn’t. 
to say it.” 

“Why?” he said, menacing and grim. 

“Because I want to keep you from doing 
something you'll regret. I want to keep 
you from being unhappy—if I can.” 

Angry as he was, he could not doubt her 
sincerity. He studied her face for a mom- 
ent and then he said gently, ““What makes 
you think I’ll be unhappy if I marry Miss 
Bardell, Manon?” 

“I’ve told you. Oh, please try to under- 
stand. I’m only trying to be fair—to you 
and to Aunt Amelia. You know how she 
felt about it.” 

“So that’s it!”” he said. “I knew there 
was something behind all this.” 

“You know she felt it would be a mis- 
take—” 

“Good heavens, what could she know 
about it! My dear girl, any woman in the 
public eye is subject to slander. Naturally, 
Miss Bardell hasn’t escaped. But do you 
think it fair to judge her when you know 
absolutely nothing about her except what 
you may have heard from an old lady who 
was three thousand miles away and would 
naturally have very old-fashioned ideas 
about divorces and actresses anyway?” 

“I’m not judging her.” 

“Yes, you are. And you're behaving like 
a ridiculous child.’’ Suddenly he laughed. 
“In spite of that smart new frock and 
those sophisticated eyebrows, you’re still 
the same little old Manon, aren’t you?” 

She gave a start and looked up at him, 
the lost, groping look of a wounded child. 
Then she made a little sound, half sob, 
half laughter. “Yes. I—I'm afraid I am.” 

“Of course you are. Don’t you realize 
how absurd it is for you to say ‘Give up 
the woman you love and I'll give you your 
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A pproach to Love 


(Continued from page 49) 





who could not possibly appreciate 
what it has meant to him and to me. 
God bless you, little Manon. 


Aunt Amelia.” 


Sandor had been reading the letter over 
her shoulder, too absorbed and too aston- 
ished to utter a sound. Now Manon 
turned and looked into his face. Her eyes 
were swimming in tears and she shook her 
head from side to side. 

“She wrote it just two days before— 
Father, she must have known she was 
dying.” 

He wiped his eyes. ““Yes. She must have 
known, dear.” 

The tears rolled down her cheeks and 
splashed on the letter. She said in a low 
voice: “‘She must have been very unhappy 
about Leigh.” 

“Yes, I’m afraid she was,”’ her father 
said, guarded and calm. 

She continued to stare at the letter, 
crying softly into her handkerchief. They 
were breakfasting in their sitting room. 
The morning sun shone in. bright and 
warm. Their bags were piled neatly near 
the door, strapped and ready to be taken 
to the ship. A brand new steamer trunk 
stood open waiting for last minute odds 
and ends. 

Sandor sat down and poured himself 
another cup of coffee from the thermos pot. 
He was trembling badly inside. longing to 
have another look at that strange letter 
which was so like—so achingly like—his 
old friend’s voice. But Manon was still 
reading it, or pretending to read it. He 
couldn’t tell which. He could only see the 
smooth, dark top of her bent head. 

Presently, without looking up, she said: 
“It sounds so terribly like Aunt Amelia, 
doesn’t it? I mean, she was always saying 
things like this. . . about the club.” 

“She had a very salty way of expressing 
herself.” 

“But what does she mean?” 

“I suppose she realized that he would try 
and get the chateau from you. Perhaps 
she thought you could dissuade him—” 

“But that’s absurd. How could I keep 
him from—from doing what he wants to 
do? And this woman—she may not be— 
how could Aunt Amelia know he wouldn’t 
be happy with her?” 

“She evidently had her reasons for feel- 
ing as she did.” 

She glanced up at him. Her eyes were 
quite dry and very bright. “Perhaps he 
can’t help loving her. You can’t—help 
loving people, you know.” 

Sandor said nothing. He took a long 
swallow of coffee, and Manon got up. She 
went to the bedside table, folded the travel- 
ling clock and poked it absentmindedly 
into the trunk. She wandered into the 
bedroom just as the telephone rang so that 
it was Sandor who answered it. A man 
named Cammon, a lawyer, was calling on 
behalf of his client, Mr. Leigh Hastie. Mr. 
Cammon said that Mr. Hastie had sug- 
gested they get together some time during 
the day for a little talk. There were certain 
matters— 

“I’m afraid that will be impossible,” 
Sandor said. ‘We are sailing this evening 
and haven’t a free moment.” 

“T’m sorry to hear that,”” Mr. Cammon 
said suavely. “I feel strongly that a 
timely conference, a better understanding 
between you and my client, might save us 
all considerable unpleasantness later on—” 

“One moment, please,”’ Sandor said, and 
called Manon. She appeared in the bed- 
room doorway with some clothes hanging 
over her arms. “A lawyer—someone 
Leigh has engaged—is asking if he can 
have a conference 

“A lawyer! He has engaged a lawyer?” 


“He evidently intends to have that 
chateau, my dear.” 

“Well, he can’t,’”’ she said. 
have it. Not to take that—that woman 
there and—-and desecrate it. That’s just 
what Aunt Amelia was afraid of. That's 
why she left it to me.” 

Sandor was standing. Now he sat down, 
holding the telephone against his breast. 
He said mildly, ‘“‘Well, it’s your property, 
of course. What—er—what shail I tell the 
gentleman?” 

“Tell him! Why tell him Leigh can’t 
have the chateau—not if he marries that 
woman.” 

“I could hardly tell him that, dear. It 
would be hardly—er—legal or dignified. 
Perhaps, since Leigh has engaged a lawyer, 
it might be as well for us to do the same.” 

““Yes,”” she said sternly, “‘tell him we'll 
have our lawyer get in touch with him. 
That sounds dignified enough, I guess.” 

Sandor transmitted this message and 
hung up. Then he said, “And now we'll 
have to find a lawyer. I suppose Stokes 
will know of someone. It’s a pity this had 
to come up today—just as we’re sailing 

“But I’m not,” Manon said briskly. 
“I’m not sailing, You'll have to go alone, 
father. You can attend to everything over 
there.” 

“And leave you here. Alone! My dear 
child—” 

“I’m not a child, father. I’ll be quite all 
right here. If you’ll feel better about me, 
I can stay with someone, Mrs. Stokes, 
maybe, or Madame Ventori. I think I'd 
like to stay with her. She’s kind and so 
real.”” She went to him and patted his 
cheek. That maternal gesture that was 
almost his undoing. It was so like his old 
Manon. “And Mr. Stokes and the lawyer 
will look after me, too. You see, dearest, 
I can’t leave New York now,” she said. 


“He can’t 


IN HER own world, Coralie was by way 
of being a creator. The zeal of the artist 
fired her now with a desire to coax hidden 
beauty into arresting charm. She was 
pleased and flattered that Manon had 
chosen to stay with her during her father’s 
absence. But she saw the girl chiefly as 
raw material from which hidden loveliness 
might bloom under the Ventoris’ eager 
hands. Overriding Manon’s protests, she 
set her minions about the business of 
transforming her. Manon emerged, her 
smooth brown hair breaking into a soft 
cascade of curls around her cheeks, and 
the bang no more than a silky, rippling 
fringe. Ready-to-wear rack clothes were 
bundled out of sight, and Manon wore now 
a dress the shade of pale chartreuse, which 
revealed certain pleasing facts about her 
slender figure, hitherto concealed. Silken 
ankles were slim above spindle-heeled 
pumps. Her brows were delicately arched, 
her cheeks and lips faintly stained. 

Coralie was elated with her success. 
But when she sat making enthusiastic 
plans for the next day’s shopping expedi- 
tion, Manon protested: 

“But not right away. Not tomorrow, 
please? I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve 
asked Leigh to come and see me here. I 
wrote him to come at three tomorrow 
afternoon.” 

“Leigh Hastie! But I thought you had 
turned him over to your lawyer!” 

“Yes, we did. But—” 

“Then I don’t think you should see him 
alone, should she, Henry?” 

“But there’s something I feel I should 
tell him, in private. Something I didn’t 
know when he came to the hotel that day.” 

“I don’t think,”’ Henry drawled, ‘‘that 
the plaintiff and defendant are supposed 
to go into a private huddle. I don’t 
believe it’s customary—” 

“I don’t care whether it’s customary or 
not. It’s only fair. I’ve got to be fair to 
him.” 

“Now that,” said Henry with an impish 
grin for his mother, “is something you 
haven’t changed either.”” He went across 
to the radio and switched it on. “That’s 
a good tune. Come along, we’ve time for 
a nice little dance before dinner.” 

“But I don’t dance.” 
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Edward, the Man 


(Continued from page 15) 





to chat with so many who told of royal 
visits to them, and one learned further why 
today’s throne is now occupied by a veri- 
table living encyclopedia. 

One who knows the Windsors best de- 
clares the second monarch of that House 
unites his mother’s concern for the people 
with his father’s business acumen. My 
picture of today’s King at the Mansion 
House, where I saw the world’s best sales- 
man inaugurate the Anglo-Spanish Insti- 
tute to build up the South American trade, 
could be a text for a ‘‘Wake Up” meeting 
for any business men’s meeting. 

From a curbstone at Westminster I 
watched them go to open the 1930 Parlia- 
ment. As the Prince passed, quite the 
poorest woman in the crowd said tenderly: 
“‘See the dear so far back in his coach, you 
can hardly see him. He’s always that 
modest.” 


Courtesy and gratitude for work well 
done shine out in so many of my memory’s 
royal pictures. The world’s busiest figure 
is never so happy as when saying “Thank 
you” to those who have shared his motto 
of ‘I Serve,’’ whether it be on thrones or 
the Empire’s dirtiest jobs. He has taken 
a turn from a stoker’s hole to a silo on his 
Alberta ranch. His royal wardrobe has 
cost $250,000, to ensure that their future 
king might be as well dressed as the sub- 
jects he visited. 


On the day of the St. Paul’s funeral ser- 
vice for the forty-eight R-101 victims who 
were buried as royalty itself, I had seen the 
Prince of Wales pass up the aisle with 
Dean Inge. After an overwhelming hour 
King George’s representative appeared at 
the great front door. ‘Click,’”’ went a 
camera, the Prince looked up and, recog- 
nizing the man, went over and grasped his 
hand. 


Never has this continent seen such 
beauty and splendor as for today’s King on 
his varied visits. Versailles met Windsor 
on one Long Island night, and only a 
Buckingham Palace court could rival the 
night the greatest hostess in New York 
assembled the social leaders of many cities 
to greet a future monarch. But at the 
latter, an American society, which is get- 
ting more royal than Europe’s, saw the 
Prince recognize Allenby’s chauffeur among 
the ‘servants, and eagerly grasp his 
hand; the ball stopped while the guest of 
honor chatted affectionately of days they 
had been together on the Eastern front. 

No night at the “Metropolitan” will 
ever equal that on which the Prince occu- 
pied the Pierpont Morgan box, as Caruso 
sang—never knew what—but the day the 
royal visitor broke all Horse Show records 
the only lady in his box was Eva Booth in 
her bonnet and blue. Later, when her host 
escorted her down to the ring, Salvation 
Army lassies made a double aisle for them 
of scarlet ribbons. 


War clouds in the Mediterranean sent 
the Renown to guard the Suez, but I like 
to remember the party for a thousand New 
York school children at which the Prince 
welcomed them between its two longest 
guns in the British Navy, and they sent 
greetings to “their Motherland.” 

Of all parties I believe His Majesty will 
longest remember the night at The Royal 
Canadian Yacht Club when men from 
all over Canada sat at dinner with their 
war comrade, even as the Knights of the 
Round Table. 

Afterward, official Toronto, which had 
carefully rehearsed the Victorian Lancers, 
led the royal guest out to his undoing. 
But though the Prince found himself 
waltzing with his Admiral Halsey, the 
royal smile told them they were forgiven. 

It was that same smile that won forty 
thousand at the International Polo of 1924, 
when the world’s Prince of Sport saw his 
team go down 15-1, and America saw 
something finer than a rajah’s game—how 
a Briton takes defeat. 


SAVE IN the movies, kings have almost 
passed from the twentieth century stage. 
History is black with the tragedies of 
monarchs who have been destroyed 
through their insistence on the divine right 
of kings. Edward P. has become Edward 
Rex because of his vision of the humanity 
of princes. Queen Mary’s son has made a 
hurdle of the divinity that has hedged 
kings, and leaped over it down to the 
lowliest’s needs and the whole world’s love. 

Near the royal Alberta ranch once 
lived an old cobbler who believed that 
England’s Prince David was the hundredth 
in line from Israel’s ancient King. This is 
a verse he loved to quote as he read of the 
Prince who goes among the slums and 
succours desperate miners: 

“‘And every one that was in distress, and 
every one that was in debt, and every one 
that was discontented, gathered themselves 
unto him, and he became a captain over 
them.” 


Two huge bookcases in a London palace 
reveal how the globe’s writers have tried 
to put the Prince into words. All echo the 
world’s first picture of his great father in 
1910, when a noted pen stressed his “‘sim- 
plicity, candor and depth of heart.” 

To date the finest biographer of the 
Prince, whose favorite book has been the 
world, declares: 

“His excellence is as indefinable as the 
charm of a lovely woman.” 

As a plain woman might I dare to define 
that secret excellence? 

This month of April with its natal day 
of St. George and of his poet laureate, 
Shakespeare, reminds us that Edward 
VIII now heads the Order of the Garter, 
whose symbol is the Swan. Ancient wise 
men tell us the Cygnet represents intuitive 
knowledge. Can those who have been near 
to our King deny that his supreme gift is 
intuition? Heart and head, sympathy and 
understanding are his royal keys. 

On the banner of St. George which was 
the original flag of England, a Prince with 
the sword of truth stands upon the Van- 
quished Dragon of Evil. 

Today a whole world is looking to the 
“Valiant for Truth” son of the wise man 
it loved to call ‘“The King.” 


Chatelaine regrets the error that refers to the "late," instead of the alert Bill Nye 
on page |4. Mr. Nye, the brilliant secret service agent, is today with the 
Guarantee Trusts, New York. 
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Louise, visits to Emerald Lake 
and Moraine Lake. From Banrr 
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6 WONDERFUL DAYS 


2 days at Banff, 2 days at Lake 
Louise, plus 1 day optional at 
Banff or Lake Louise, and 1 day 
at Emerald Lake. Visit to 
Moraine Lake. From Banrr or 
Fie.p, All Expenses....... $70 


Tours begin at Banff or Field— 
starting June 18 from Banff, 
June 20 from Field, until Sept. 
15. All include modern hotel 
rooms (with private bath at Banff 
and Lake Louise), meals, 126 
miles of mountain motoring. 


Banff Springs Hotel, open June 
13 to Sept. 15; Chateau Lake 
Louise and Emerald Lake 
Chalet, June 20 to Sept. 15. 


Also 9-Day All-Expense Cruises to 
ALASKA from Vancouver or Vic- 
toria—$90 up (meals and berth 
included, except at Skagway). 
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Use Gillett’s Pure Flake Lye regularly 
and you'll keep sink drains, tubs and 
toilets running freely. Each week pour 
it down full strength—it will not harm 
enamel or plumbing. Kills germs and 
destroys odors as it cleans. Gillett’s 
Lye makes light work of dozens of 
heavy cleaning tasks—saves you hours 
of tiresome work. Keep a tin on hand! 


#Never dissolve lye in hot water. The ac- 
tion of the lye itself heats the water. 





FREE BOOKLET—The Gillett’s Lye Book- 
let tells how this powerful cleanser and disinfect- 
ant makes housework easier. Send for a free 
copy to Standard Brands Ltd., Fraser Ave. & 
Liberty St., Toronto, Ont. 


chateau?’ ”’ He got up and went and stood 
beside her chair. “‘Would you give up the 
man you loved for a house, even though it 
was dearer to you than any other house?” 

Memory played a tragic trick on Manon. 
Leigh’s low, impassioned voice whisked 
her straight back three thousand miles 
and nine long months to the dusky studio 
on Montparnasse. The echo of a lovely 
melody hung in the warm June twilight 
and the air was sweet and heavy with the 
scent of roses. That same impassioned 
voice was saying, “‘I must go. I don’t want 
to go, little Manon.” 

“Would you, Manon?” 


Her head dropped forward. ‘“‘No,”” she 
said. 
“Of course you wouldn’t. I admit I 


want Chevreuse. I don’t believe I’m ask- 
ing more than my rights when I ask you 
to give it back to me. But when you offer 
it to me in exchange for the woman I love, 
you’re talking tripe.” 

“Yes, I suppose I am. I—I didn’t think 
of it quite—like that.” 

“T guess you didn’t.” He drew his chair 
over beside hers and sat down and took 
both her hands and smiled at her. ‘‘Now, 
let’s be sensible.’’ (His hands were big and 
warm and so strong that they drew every 
ounce of strength out of her body.) “You 
say you want to be fair and I know you 
mean it. If you saw Miss Bardell with 
your own eyes, saw that she was every- 
thing that is fine and lovely and sure to 
make me very happy—you’d be glad I 
was marrying her, wouldn’t you?” 

After a little while she said, “Yes.” 

“Good! That’s what you’re going to do. 
I’m going to have you meet her. They say 
women are very good judges of other 
women. Do you think if you meet her 
that you'll be able to judge whether she—” 
he laughed, “whether she’s good enough 
for me?” 

“I—I think so.” 

“I know so.” He gave her hands a little 
squeeze, dropped them and stood up. 
“Then you can give us your blessing and 
throw in Chevreuse for a wedding present. 
Now, haven’t I met you fairly?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“T’ll see Sari tonight and we'll fix a 
date.” He laughed. “I’d better tell her 
you're coming to give her the once-over, 
count her teeth and all that, so she’ll be on 
her good behavior.” 

Manon tried to laugh with him, but 





nothing much came of it. “You must 
think I’m very silly,” she said. 

“You're just you. It’s kind of nice at 
that,—nice I mean, to have someone 
think I'm important enough to worry 
about.” He started away again, but some- 
thing in her position, the way she sat in 
the big chair all huddled and tense as 
though wincing from some intolerable pain, 
urged him back. “I’ve been worrying 
about you, too, Manon. You’ve been 
working too hard, that’s what.” 


“Oh, no.” 
“Well, now,” he said, “you’re on Easy 
Street—as they say—and can have some 


fun.”’ 

Manon stood up and made a praise- 
worthy attempt to look like a girl on Easy 
Street having fun. ‘“‘Yes,”’ she said, ‘now 
I can have some fun.” 


WHEN CORABELLE came home that 
afternoon, she rang for tea and sent the 
maid to hunt up Manon. Corabelle always 
had her tea in her own little sitting room 
her boudoir, she called it—where she 
could get out of her corset and shoes and 
into something loose and comfortable. 
She was slipping her fat arms in a lurid 
pink négligée with a good deal of swans- 
down on it, when Manon knocked on the 
door. 

“Hello, dearie! Come on in and have a 
cup of tea with me.” 

Manon said “Thank you,” and sat 
down. Corabelle dropped three lumps 
into her cup, waited a moment and 
said: “I’ve got something to tell you. 
That friend of Sari’s was in for a facial this 
afternoon—you remember I told you about 
her being a client of ours—and she says 
she thinks what Sari’s trying to do is, make 
Leigh try to break the will altogether. 
You know, get the money as well as the 
chateau. Now, what do you think of 
that!” 

Manon looked into her teacup. 
believe Leigh would do that. 
money enough—”’ 

“‘Not for Sari, dearie. There isn’t money 
enough in the world for Sari. She’s not 
going to let you get away with that extra 
million or whatever it is, if she can help 
i 

Manon continued to stare into her cup 
and Corabelle looked at her with a mixture 
of pity and scorn. She was a woman who 

{Continued on page 98} 
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Designed by The Kitchen Planning Service 


Another view of the Pigott-built kitchen, showing the door to the maid’s 
room (if you have one) and the entrance to the dining room. Electricity is the 
power that makes the wheels go round, as you can see by the General Electric 
range and refrigerator. Notice here the ingenious and sensible use of the space 
below the stove, which is set on a shelf with two drawers beneath. Note, too, 
the protective monel metal splasher at the back and the continuing line of the 
cabinet tops. Above, you see the grille for the income and outgo of air from the 
air-conditioning system in the basement. 
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MAKE THIS TEST 


Geta or uart of O-Cedar Self-Polishing Wax 
today. Use the extra FREE tin. Ifnotsatisfied 
that O-Cedar is the best you've ever pied, 
return the unused quart for your money ba 
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HOUSEHOLD FAVOURITES FOR 28 YEARS 





























Spring is here 
to share 
our welcome 


CHALFONTE 
HADDON 
HALL 


Warm sunshine and balmy 
salt air are here to stay. You 
should be too. Ocean Decks, 
seaside lounges, fine food 
and varied amusement in 
the hotels. Golf, riding and 
tennis out of doors. 

$7.50 up at Chalfonte, $8 up 
at Haddon Hall, single, 
American Plan. $5 up at 
Haddon Hall, single, Europ- 
ean Plan. Special weekly 
rates, Don’t forget the Atlantic 
City Horse Show, May 12-16. 


“4. Leeds and Lippincott Company 
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FOR HAND-MADE BEAUTY 





C423—Chair and Chesterfield Sets 


in crewel work effect—just chain and satin 
stitches with a few French knots. Stamped 
on the new écru crépe linen with “‘silky’”’ 
finish, or on heavy cream linen. It may 
be worked in standard colors—green, 
brown, orange and rose, or in colors to 
match your room. The chair set, as shown, 
is priced at 55 cents; the 36-inch Chester- 
field back with two designs and large arm 
rests, price 95 cents; the 45-inch back with 
three designs and large arm rests, price 
$1.10. Cottons for working chair set come 
to 15 cents; for the smaller Chesterfield 
set, 20 cents; and for the larger, 25 cents. 


C420—Applique Apron with pockets 
being at the end of the skirt so they won’t 
get in the way when a little over-full. 
Stamped on sunny yellow apron cotton, 
full size, with applique flowers and binding 
in mauve, and green leaves. Apron with 
applique is priced at 60 cents, and sufficient 
binding for all edges, including ties (about 
9 yards), 25 cents. 





C415—A very good-looking but service- 
able cushion—-giving the effect of an old- 
fashioned sampler—in wool cross stitch. 
Particularly easy to work, as the crosses 
are large and all in straight rows. Stamped 
on the new écru crépe linen with “silky” 
finish—size about 18 inches square. Work 
may be done in one or two colors or in two 
shades of one color—rust, green, rose, blue 
or brown. Front and back of cushion are 
priced at 65 cents and wools for working 
come to 40 cents. A form can be supplied 
at 50 cents. 








C416—Organdie Tray Cloth in yellow 
or white, with cosy to match. Artistic 
Japanese cherry blossom design, with 
quaint figure, makes a very dainty setting 
for fine china on tea wagon or tray. Cloth 
about 15 x 23 inches; tea cosy in full size 

price 50 cents each. Cottons to work 
either come to 15 cents, or 20 cents worth 
will work the set. 





C422 — Yellow Linen Huckaback 
Towels with particularly graceful design. 
The lovely white swans have touches of 
gold, and the mauve irises have green 
centres—-so very effective on the yellow 
background. Large guest size—18 x 25 
inches. A single hemstitching or a double 
row of machine stitching is required before 
fringing the ends. Price per pair 95 cents 
and cottons for working come to 10 cents. 





C421 An Enchanting Knitted Cosy 
in rose cottage design. The cottage is 
green, with brown roof and “trim,” in 
plain and purl, forming oblongs and giving 
the effect of bricks or stone, and the design 
is worked on afterward with a needle. 
Has a knitted lining, so that it will keep 
your tea really hot. Three balls of green, 
one of brown and _ sufficient rose and 
contrasting green for the embroidery, with 
instructions for making, are priced at 
$1.00. This makes a cosy to cover an 
average or rather large tea pot. Additional 
balls are 20 cents each. 
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UNDREDS of CHEQUES for maturing endowments 
were sent to policyholders of The Mutual Life 
during 1935. Part of each premium paid was 
necessary to “cover the risk”—— that is, to pay claims 
under these policies where the purchaser did not live until 
the endowment matured. 





These cheques to living policyholders represented the ac- 


j cumulation of the savings part of each premium that had been 


invested by The Mutual Life and returned, increased by the 
earnings of the Company, at the end of the specified period. 


Below we show the returns under a few of the 1935 
maturities. These fifteen policyholders received $12,136.64 more than 
they paid to the Company. 


PE Oe AR NOt gaan FA to eet 


opHlnne BeAr INE IDS 


AGE RECEIVED 
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A dionopaphee 22. I5..91/3/9. 50 
my peter. .-. .35§..$ 1319.50 
A Motor oat Gp. . .5)..$ 2940.) 





























@ The policyholders are the sole owners of The Mutual Life and 
to them aa all the surplus earnings or “‘dividends”. That is the 
mutual principle on which this company operates. 






** After receiving such good results and service ereaP the years of 

my Endowment I am continuing my connection with the Company 

by reinsuring.”’ —C. W. C., Toronto. 
* * * 

"*T am very pleased with the result of my Endowment... . I should 


not have saved the money if I had not taken it out.”’ 
—A. H., Belleville. 
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“IT won’t go to your house. I’m going 
right home and you keep out of our garden 
after this,’”’ said the princess, tossing her 
head and turning to go down the lane. 

“But my house is right here and you 
will never be home in time.” 

“NO; 

“Oh, very well then,” and the little boy 
laughed a soft chuckling laugh. 

The princess whirled around angrily to 
see what he was laughing about, but he 
was nowhere to be seen. He had disap- 
peared as if he were a fairy. He was a 
fairy. The princess looked up and down 
the lane and even behind a tree, but no 
little boy could she see. While she looked 
big raindrops began to fall and before she 
knew it the princess was out in a pouring 
rain. 


THE PRINCESS turned and ran down 
the lane as fast as she could, and it seemed 
that the faster she ran the harder it rained. 
She splashed into big puddles and got her 
feet wet and was very uncomfortable and 
cross. After she had been running for what 
seemed hours she saw a house. It was a 
little brown house that she had not 
noticed when she chased the little boy up 
the lane. 

“I'll go in there,” she said to herself, 
and running up to the door she pushed it 
open and went in. 

The room was quite dark except for one 
bright corner where a candle flickered on 
a table. The princess walked over to the 
table and saw a little man sitting behind it. 
He had curly brown hair and a screwed-up 
little face that looked like a wrinkled 
brown leaf. He wore a faded brown velvet 
suit with a green velvet jacket and he was 
sewing so busily that he did not even look 
up as the princess stood before him. 

“Who are you?” she asked. 

The little man kept on sewing a long 
seam in a pretty blue dress. 

“Who are you?” she repeated and 
stamped her foot impatiently. 

“The fairies call me the Little Tailor.” 

“Oh,” said the princess, “I am the 
princess.” 

“Hand me that blue sleeve on the table,” 
said the little tailor. 

“T told you I am the princess.” 

“That doesn’t matter. Hand me the 
sleeve.”” The little tailor spoke so crossly 
that the princess gave it to him before she 
knew it. 

He pinned it into place. ‘‘Now sew this 
in while I cut out the skirt or I shall never 
be finished in time,’’ and he put the dress 
on her arm and gave her a needle. 

“I’m not—”’ began the princess. 

“That doesn’t matter,” and the little 
tailor stamped his foot. “I’ve got to have 
help and you will have to help me. The 
queen has no business to get married in 
September. I shall never have time to 
make all the dresses unless you help me. 
Don’t stand there. Get busy. Take short 
stitches and wear this.” He put a little 
golden thimble on her finger as he spoke. 
It was exactly the same as the one she had 
found in the birthday cake. 

The little princess stared at him. “‘T’ll 
do no such thing,” she said. “I said last 
night I wouldn’t sew and I won’t. I won’t 
wear this thimble,” and she started to pull 
it off. Instead of coming off it tightened 
around her finger and hurt so that she 
almost cried out. 

The little tailor stood up. “No little 
girl,” he said, ‘‘can talk to me like that and 
not be punished. As punishment you shall 
be my little tailor and shall wear this 
thimble. Whenever you lose your temper 
the thimble will pinch your finger. Per- 
haps by the time we have finished the 
dresses you will have learned to keep your 
temper, then you may go home. Until 
then you must sew every day to help me 
finish the dresses.” 

The little tailor had his way. The prin- 
cess was obliged to sew far into the night. 
When they had finished he took her to a 
room in which was a little bed. 

“You will sleep here,” he said. “I shall 
call you in the morning,” and he went out 
locking the door behind him. 


The princess threw herself on the bed. 
She was so cross and the thimble pinched 
so badly that two big tears rolled down her 
cheeks. The thimble got tighter and 
tighter and she pulled and pulled at it but 
there it stayed. After a while she fell 
asleep and it seemed as though she had 
just closed her eyes when the tailor came 
to waken her. 

The tailor was quite happy that morn- 
ing. He had just finished the blue dress 
and was ready to start the next. He gave 
the princess a glass of milk and a big slice 
of bread and honey. “I'll show you the 
blue dress after breakfast,’’ he said. 

The princess was just a bit cross this 
morning and the thimble still pinched a 
little. After breakfast the tailor laid out 
the blue dress. It was such a lovely little 
dress that she forgot all about the thimble 
and said, ‘Oh, how pretty! Is the fairy 
queen really going to wear it?” 

“Yes,” said the little tailor. 

The princess looked and looked at it. 
She felt so happy that she smiled at the 
tailor. She put up her hand to touch the 
dress and saw the thimble. ‘‘Why,” she 
said, the thimble isn’t pinching.” 

The little tailor smiled, ““That’s because 
you are feeling nice and agreeable as a little 
girl should and not nasty and disagreeable 
as a little girl shouldn’t,”’ he said. Then he 
took up some soft green material that 
looked like clover leaves. ‘‘This is for 
another dress,”’ he said, taking up a large 
pair of scissors and beginning to cut. In 
a few minutes he gave the princess a long 
seam to hem and her work had begun. 

They made dresses for weeks and weeks. 
But one day while they were making a 
very lovely dress she pricked her finger 
again when she lost her temper. It was 
such a deep prick that a drop of blood fell 
on the dress and made a dark red stain 
near the hem. The little tailor was furious. 
He snatched the dress from her and strode 
up and down the room as he scolded. 

“Now what shall I do? There is no more 
such material in the world and the fairy 
must have a red dress. You are a wicked 
ill-tempered girl and I doubt if you will 
ever learn.” 

The princess was so frightened and the 
thimble was pinching so that she couldn’t 
help crying. Before she knew what she was 
doing she went to the little tailor and said, 
“I’m sosorry.” Almost at once the thimble 
stopped pinching. 

The little tailor smiled and patted her 
hand. ‘There, there; never mind, my 
dear,” he said. ‘“We’ll find a way to fix it. 
I have an idea,” and he picked up his 
scissors and began to cut at the bottom of 
the skirt. 

The princess held her breath as she 
watched him. When he held it up the 
bottom of the skirt was cut until it looked 
like the rounded edges of poppy petals and 
the piece with the dark stain was gone 
entirely. The princess was very thankful 
to see it fixed, and was so careful to take 
tiny stitches after, that when the dress was 
finished it was the most beautiful one they 
had made. 

‘And this is the last?’’ asked the princess. 

“No, after this we must make the 
wedding dress.” 

“Oh,” she breathed, ‘‘and am I to help 
make the wedding dress?” 

“If you would like to,” answered the 
tailor. 

The tailor laid out the material and 
began to cut out the dress. It was to be 
made of pure white material and as she 
looked at it, the princess thought of the 
beautiful white Easter lilies she had seen 
in the church. They sewed for three whole 
days on the wedding dress. Every stitch 
was so tiny and they took such care of it 
that when it was finished, it was as spotless 
as one of the lilies the princess had thought 
of. 

“Tomorrow morning you shall see it 
before the queen comes,”’ promised the 
tailor. 


THAT NIGHT the princess was so happy 
and so excited she could hardly sleep. She 
ate her bread and honey in such a hurry 
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The charm of many an “old World” home 
centres in the rich colour and grain of the wood- 
work and the floors, brightly gleaming. 


The wood itself could never have been pre- 
served in ever-increasing beauty but for the 
protective film of waxes which give such a fine 
gloss. Here in the “new World” we may pre- 
serve the charm of our floors in the same way. 


POLIFLOR quickly gives 
lasting brilliance to floors and 
saves so much polishing. 


Thin but tough, the film of waxes bears the 
brunt of wear and tear and it requires so very 


little POLIFLOR to keep hardwood floors and 


linoleum as you wish them to be. 


POLIFLOR ensures a hygienically clean 
surface and its antiseptic properties destroy 
harmful dust germs. Made by the Makers of 


Nugget Shoe Polish. 


ee : POLIFLOR is different—because in 
There's this British Floor polish ten kinds of 
a Healthy wax are combined, each playing its 


Polished Home part in producing the finish—the 
lustre, the wearing quality, the ease 


° « 38 
in Every Tin of application and polishing. 


At all good Grocers, Hardware and Department Stores 
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Nugget Products of Canada, Ltd. 1000 Amherst St. Montreal, Quebec. 
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ATTAINS UNPRECEDENTED POPULARITY | 


In two brief years, the makers of the famous Beach gas and 
electric ranges have become one of Canada’s foremost producers 
of electric refrigerators. From coast to coast and from all parts 


of the Empire - - there is a steadily increasing demand for this | 


pleasingly designed, practical and compact refrigerator which es- 
tablishes new standards in quick freezing - -and convenience. 


Investigate These Features at Your Nearest Beach Dealers | 


Super-Speed Frost Chamber—an exclu- 
sive Beach feature—provides more 
storage space and assures greater freez- 


ing speed at lower cost. 
Jiffy Jar Set—for convenience and prac- 
tical storage of left overs. 


All Metal Construction with Contratherm 
Insulation—assures longer life and 
performance. 


Bal 





Additional Features 


Acid ‘resisting porcelain enamelled interior 
with embossed shelf supports, automatical'y 
illuminated with opening of door—Diamond 
Mesh Shelves—prevent tipping of smaller 
articles of food storage—Variable tempera- 
ture control — Vegetable Crisper — Frozen 
dessert tray—Basket door racks, etc. 


Obtainable With 5 Year 
Assurance Plan 


ELECTRIC REFRIGERATOR 





The Campers are Coming 
Have You Planned That Trip? 





have an easy plan for Canadian 


women and girls to earn extra money for 
those little things needed every day of the 
year — and particularly at the holiday 
season. 

Take advantage of this great opportunity 
for regular earnings! 


offer generous commissions to all 

Canadian girls and women who would 
like to introduce Chatelaine and other 
leading Canadian magazines to their 
friends, 


Send your enquiry today—Address 


Local Representatives’ Dept. 
TRANS - CANADA NEWS CO. 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 2 








Blame the Woman 


(Continued from page 61) 





“Then be a good sport and come to 
ours—the one you left behind you. The 
leopard lilies have been enquiring for you.” 

“It’s you who are being a lunatic. That 
place belongs to Karol.” 

“On the contrary, my dear. I asked her 
to bid it up for me that day of the aucticn. 
Just in case-—oh, excessively silly one 
you should ever care to return and live in 
it with me.” 

She smiled mistily. 
is Brian safe, too?” 

“Quite. The whole Island is agog over 
your spectacular Coastguard act. Never 
knew you were such a fine swimmer.” 

“I wasn’t after I was hurt. I suppose,” 
she spoke with deliberate justice, “that 
was the chief reason why Karol got under 
my skin. She seemed to parade her beauty 
through summer sports; and I’d lost my 
joy of them through herself and her 
puppy. But,” her face became radiant, 
“Jet’s not talk of this any longer. I'll go 
home with you, on one condition.” 

“Name it, and it shall be given unto 
you, even to the half of our cottage.” 

“Promise on your oath that you won’t 
fall off shipboard. Saving the Cottrell 
family is getting a bit monotonous.” 


“How like you. And 
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so she 
The 


den except the gardener’s boy, 
stopped and stared at this little boy. 
boy stared at her. 

“What are you doing in this garden?” 
demanded the princess. 

“What are you doing here?”’ 
boy. 

He was a very small boy with big blue 
eyes and a pointed chin. He had pointed 
ears, too, the princess noticed, and right 
away she decided that she hated little boys 
with pointed ears. 

“This is the king’s garden and the king 
is my father, so I can come here if I like,”’ 
she retorted. 

“Well, that’s all right then,” 
boy. 

The princess stamped her foot and her 
eyes flashed. “‘You get out of my garden,” 
she ordered. 

“Nobody but the king can make me.” 

“T’ll make you.” 

“How?” 

“T’ll show you,” and the princess began 
to chase the boy down the path. They ran 
toward the garden wall. The princess 
decided she would chase him up the next 
path and out the big white gate, but when 
they came to the wall there was a brown 
door she had never noticed before. The 
boy ran to it and gave it a push and the 
princess chased him right out of the garden. 

The little princess had never been on 
that side of the garden before. There was 
a long lane in front of her and she chased 
the little boy up that lane as fast as she 
could run. She ran so fast that she began 
to feel tired, and just when she thought she 
would have to stop to get her breath two 
big raindrops fell on her face. She stopped 
and looked up and right overhead was 
the biggest, blackest cloud she had ever 
seen. 

“You had better come to my house or 
you will get wet,” said the little boy who 
had stopped too. 
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footrest of the chaise longue. It was not 
going to be easy to explain Manon’s mind 
to Sari. “You see,”’ he said, ‘‘she’s a very 
unworldly, simple, serious girl 

“She doesn’t sound simple, darling.” 

“And she’s got it in her head—some- 
body else put it there, you may be sure of 
that—that—well, that it would be a mis- 
take for us to marry. That you—”’ 

“That I’m a hussy,” said Sari sadly. 

“My darling, she’ll be crazy about you.” 

“You think so?” 

“I’m sure of it. She’s a very loyal, loving 
little mortal.” 

“You sound slightly crazy about her, 
darling.” 

“I am—in a way. I mean—’”’ this was 
hard, too—‘‘you can’t help liking the little 
thing. This whole absurd business is 
enough to show you how ingenuous she is.”’ 

She reached out and stroked his hair 
very gently. ‘You're a sweet old generous 
boy, darling. If you hadn’t made your 
aunt patch up the quarrel with them, she 
wouldn’t have left them a cent. It’s really 
you they have to thank for all that money 
and yet you try to tell me that girl’s 
ingenuous!’’ She left off stroking his hair 
and settled back among the little pillows. 
“You are a baby.” 

He sighed. He was sorry now that he 
had told her, but there had seemed no 
other way. He had hoped she would find 
the whole ridiculous business amusing. 
Rut it was too much to expect a woman to 
laugh at the idea of modelling her virtues 
as a mannequin models gowns; being 
appraised by a fanatical little nobody. 

“I’m terribly sorry, precious. I thought 
it would be easier and pleasanter than 
dragging the thing into court. And, of 
course, I’m not at all certain that the court 
would uphold my claim.” 

“Nonsense! The court would uphold 
your entire claim. Legally—” 

“But I don’t want the money. I’ve told 
you that.” 

“And I heard you, darling; though I 
must say every time you repeat it I think 
my ears are going back on me.”” She swung 
her sandalled feet off the chaise longue and 
stood up. She began to walk, trailing the 
lovely cloud of chiffon and lace behind her. 
After a few graceful turns she stopped and 
said, ‘It’s the craziest thing I ever heard. 
I simply won’t do it. Let that girl come 
here and look me over as though I were a— 
a horse or something.” 

‘Darling, she only wants to meet you— 
as who wouldn’t?” 

She flashed him a look that said, “Oh, 
no you don’t, mister !”’ and drew herself up 
haughtily. “I don’t see how you can ask 
me to humiliate myself like that.” 

“I thought—well, you know what it 
means to me, darling.” 

“But it’s so silly. I don’t see why you 
bothered to go to see her at all. You turned 
the business over to Cammon, why didn’t 
you leave it to him?” 

“I’ve told you. I don’t want to have 
any trouble if I can help it.” 

“But suppose she doesn’t approve of 
me? Suppose she looks me over and says, 


‘No, my good man, you cannot have your 
bungalow if you marry this common per- 
son.’ Then what?” 

He laughed. ‘‘You know perfectly wel! 
she'll say nothing of the sort.” 

“IT wouldn’t put it past her.” She 
stopped and looked at him thoughtfully. 
“Suppose she did? Then you’d have to 
take it to court, wouldn’t you?” 

“T suppose I would—” 

“Honestly, I never heard anything so 
cockeyed!” She laughed suddenly and 
went and stood beside him. “If she wants 
to see me, let her come to the Club and 
pay her money like everybody else.”’ 

He burst out, “Good gosh, that would 
never do!”” And, too late, saw his mistake. 
“Why not! Are you ashamed of —”’ 

“Don’t talk nonsense, darling. I simply 
thought—”’ 

“That she certainly wouldn’t approve of 
me if she saw my act.” 

“Darling, I never meant— 

“Okay, lamb!”’ She stooped to him and 
he took her in his arms. She said softly, 
“Let’s not talk about it any more. Kiss me.” 

Leigh kissed her. He thought, “Well, I 
can’t blame her.”’ But he had not given up 
hope. He’d think of some way to bring her 
around. Better let it drop for the preseat, 
though. He kissed her again. 

After he had gone, Sari sat down again 
on the chaise longue. She tucked a puffy 
satin pillow behind her golden head and 
made a slender, red-tipped white steeple of 
her hands and contemplated it thought- 
fully. Her delicate silken body was quiet 
but her pulses throbbed with excitement; 
it all added up so beautifully. If this little 
nut did not approve of her—honestly, did 
you ever hear of such nerve—she would 
withhold the chateau from Leigh and he 
would have to go to court for it. And if he 
went to court for the chateau, why not for 
the whole business? She could not believe, 
despite Leigh’s protestations to the con- 
trary, that he would not take his aunt’s 
fortune if he could get it. 

That any person in his right mind could 
be so indifferent to money was inexplicable 
to Sari, who had never been solvent in her 
life. She had been born into a state of 
insolvency. Twice she had married insol- 
vency. Though in the past few years she 
had made a great deal of money, it had 
never been enough, That anyone should 
renounce a fortune simply because he 
already had money was, in Sari’s opinion, 
both mad and incomprehensible. 

To do her justice, she was entirely hon- 
est in thinking that she would be righting 
a serious injustice to Leigh by forcing him 
to demand what was legally his. Like 
many women who have achieved success 
by the tooth and nail method, she had a 
low opinion of chivalry when it interfered 
with the practical functions of life. 

Sari’s fingers broke rank and curled 
daintily round imaginary rolls of bills. 
She had only to make sure of Manon’s 
refusing Leigh his chateau. That would 
rouse even a man of Leigh’s breeding to 
action and, once roused, Sari could manage 
the rest, {To be Continued} 
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the next morning that she was finished 
almost before the tailor was ready for her. 
As soon as everything was ready he laid 
the white dress out for her. 

“It is the most beautiful of all,” she said. 
“It is just made for the fairy queen’s wed- 
ding. I think you are the most wonderful 
person in the world to make such lovely 
things,” and she smiled at the little tailor. 

He smiled back at her. “I have had a 
very faithful little helper,’’ he replied. ‘‘I 
think you have learned your lesson and 
now you shall have your reward.” 

As he spoke, the door opened and in 
stepped the fairy queen. She was the 
prettiest little creature the princess had 
ever dreamed of seeing. She was wearing a 
gay, green dress that looked like the first 
leaves of spring. Her hair was like golden 
sunshine and her eyes like blue forget-me- 
nots. The little princess loved her at once 
and stood with shining eyes as the fairy 
looked at the eight beautiful dresses she 
had helped to make. 

“You have done your best, little tailor,” 
said the fairy turning to him. “I shall 
have you make my bridesmaids’ dresses 
and shall invite you to the wedding.” 

Then she turned to the princess. “You 
have done your best, too,”’ she said. ‘“‘Not 
only in helping the tailor, but in learning 
to control that wicked temper you once 
had. I am very pleased with you and asa 
reward for your work I am going to take 
you home in my carriage.” 

The little princess could hardly believe 
her ears. She was so excited that she could 
scarcely help the tailor fold the beautiful 
dresses into a big box. But she did, and 
helped him carry it outside. At the door a 
golden carriage and six white ponies were 





Approach to Love 
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liked to speak her mind and have others do 
the same. Hitherto Manon’s reticence had 
baffled her, but today she had come home 
determined to have her say. 

“I don’t think we should believe all we 
hear,”’ Manon said at last. “‘Leighis. . 
very much in love with her—with Miss 
Bardell, and I don’t think he could love a 
woman who—”’ 

“He’s not in love with her, you little 
booby. Oh, he probably thinks it’s love, 
but practically any woman can make a 
man think he’s in love with her if she 
catches him in the right mood.”’ She sipped 
her tea, rested the cup on her stomach and 
smiled blandly over it at Manon. ‘“That’s 
the way it was with poor old Leigh, I 
imagine. He was all ripe and ready to fall 
and Sari caught him.” 

Manon was looking straight at her now, 
an intent listening expression on her small 
white face. ‘“You remind me of Leigh’s 
Aunt Amelia,” she said. ‘““That’s the way 
she used to talk, as though love were a 
kind of game.” 

“It isa game. And it’s women like Sari 
who know how to play it. She doesn’t care 
a straw for Leigh Hastie. She’s after his 
money, but do you think he sees that?” 

“But if that—if that’s true, someone 
ought to tell him.” 

“You can’t tell an infatuated man any- 
thing, dearie,’’ Corabelle said. ‘“‘No, the 
only thing that'll save him now is another 
woman.” 

Manon got up abruptly and went to the 
window. Corabelle took a large bite of 
cinnamon toast and munched it placidly. 
“A-—another woman who knows how to 
play her cards right,’’ Manon said scorn- 
fully, and came back and stood beside 
Corabelle’s chair. ‘“‘Just any woman, if 
he’s as fickle and—and weak as you seem to 
think!” 


standing. The little tailor put the big box 
up beside the coachman, a funny little elf 
who was dressed in a red suit and red shoes 
with long, curled-up toes. The little prin- 
cess said good-by to the tailor, got in 
beside the fairy queen and away they went. 
It seemed only a minute before they 
stopped at the little brown door in the 
garden wall. The princess jumped out of 
the carriage and the fairy leaned out to 
speak to her. 

“Take off your thimble and put it in 
your pocket before you open the door,” 
she said. “If ever you feel cross put it on 
for one whole day to remind you of what 
you have learned.”” Then she waved her 
hand and the carriage rolled away. 

The little princess took off the golden 
thimble at once without any trouble at 
all. Then she opened the door and stepped 
into the garden. The very first person she 
saw was her mother. You can imagine how 
glad her mother was to see the princess 
again. The princess was so glad to be 
home that she could hardly wait to see 
everybody, so they ran into the palace at 
once to find the king and nurse. The little 
princess told the whole story and that night 
a happier royal family could not be found. 

The princess kept the golden thimble in 
her pocket for a month but did not have to 
put it on once. She had learned her lesson 
so well that she never even thought of 
being cross. She was so good-natured and 
sweet-tempered that everyone loved her 
and there wasn’t a happier little girl in 
the world. Nurse said it was the bread 
and milk supper that fixed her, but the 
princess knew that it was all on account of 
the golden thimble the fairies had left in 
her birthday cake. 






































“Don’t talk tripe. Better men than 
Leigh have been taken in by women like 
Sari Bardell.”” She leaned forward, plump 
hands on plump knees. “Are you going to 
sit back and let her walk off with him 
without lifting a finger to save him? That’s 
what J want to know.” 

“IT! Manon cried. ‘‘Why should I 

“Because you’re in love with him—now 
don’t get mad, dearie. I couldn’t help 
knowing it, could I? I mean with your 
mooning around like this. Well, why don’t 
you go after him? You’ve got everything 
Sari’s got and a lot more. You've got the 
chateau he wants. That’s swell bait.” 

“Bait! How—how revolting!’’ 

Then for a long time Manon said noth- 
ing. Corabelle’s earthy logic had shocked 
her to her soul. Was love really like this? 
A tawdry game of chance? Could she, as 
well as Sari, make Leigh “think that he 
was in love” with her? A terrible and won- 
derful thought. Yet Corabelle said women 
were surer about love, it was true. They 
knew. She knew that Leigh was the only 
man in the world for her, v<t that after- 
noon when he had asked her, ‘“‘Would you 
give up the man you loved for a house?” 
and she had answered “‘nc.’’ she had known 
she was giving up the man she loved, the 
only man she would ever :ove. It had not 
occurred to her that th2re was anything 
else she could do. Since Leigh loved Sari. 
But if he didn’t love S Sari. ; 

“‘Please,”’ she said, “‘may I have a little 
more tea?” 

The cup trembled in its saucer and 
Corabelle steadied it as she poured. “I 
hope you don’t mind my talking to you 
like this, dearie, but I just couldn’t bear 
seeing you gc around like this—like a 
sleepwalker— 

“But I’m awake, now,’ Manon said 
eagerly. ‘i’m wide awake now.” 


“BUT MY SWEET, if you knew the girl 
y_-u’d understand,”’ Leigh said. 

Sari said, ‘“‘That’s a nice compliment, 
darling, but I could never understand how 
any normal, sane woman would dare—”’ | 

“But she’s not normal. That is, she’s in 
her right mind but it’s a very peculiar 
mind.”’ He moved aside a cloud of delft 
blue chiffon and lace and sat down on the 
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quaint hobnail glasses if you have them. 
It’s guaranteed to produce a warm glow 
after skating or skiing, whether you drink 
from the glass, a cup, or through one of the 
new, smart, gaily-colored sippers. 

All fruit beverages are one part fruit 
juice and nine parts imagination. Or 
should be. Never let your guests encoun- 
ter a wishy-washy mixture—-ginger ale 
that has lost its fizz by too long standing, 
grape juice, or other varieties without that 
touch of frostiness that puts them on their 
best behavior. It’s so easy to make it 
good, merely a matter of last-minute 
mixing and much anticipatory chilling. 
Don’t use plain ice cubes ail the time; 
freeze brightly colored juices, or tea or 
coffee instead. Be smart! Add passion 


fruit juice to your punch for very special 
occasions, or sweeten it with honey, and 
some day, serve a raspberry drink to which 
has been added thin cucumber slices and 
some of the mashed pulp. 

Of course, there are hundreds of fruit 
juice desserts--frozen foods, jellies and so 
on. But have you ever tried basting baked 
apples with grapefruit juice? Or serving 
canned pears with a tender jelly made of 
their own juice with added crystallized 
ginger? Or orange pie made like the lemon 
variety, but with orange juice used as the 
liquid in the pastry as well as in the filling? 
They’re good. 

There is scarcely any phase of cooking 
into which fruit juices cannot be intro- 
duced. They are used in salads and salad 
dressings, in desserts and dessert sauces, 
cakes and in cake fillings and icings. They 
can be used as the liquid in breads, in 
omelets and devilled eggs to change an 
ordinary food into a special dish. If 
Johnny refuses to drink his egg-nog, dis- 
guise it, suhstituting orange juice for part 
of the milk ordinarily used. 

Fruit juices of all kinds are good, and 
good for you. 
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Juggling the Juices — Recipes 





PINEAPPLE AND GRAPEFRUIT COCKTAIL 


¥, Cupful of water 12 Cupfuls of grapefruit juice 

¥% Cupful of sugar Green or‘red cherries 

2 Cupfuls of pineapple juice 
Boil the sugar and water together for five minutes. Cool and combine with 
the mixed fruit juices. Chill thoroughly and serve garnished with red or 
green cherries. An interesting variation of this is obtained by adding 
one-quarter cupful of chopped mint to the syrup while hot, and straining 


A Glorious Vacation 
awaits you at JASPER 


out before serving. 


ORANGE CREAM TAPIOCA 


4 Tablespoonfuls of minute 
tapioca 
V4 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 1/3 Cupfuls of boiling water 


Vz Cupful of sugar 
| Cupful of orange juice 
V, Cupful of whipping cream 


Add the tapioca and salt to the boiling water and cook over hot water 
until the tapioca is clear, stirring frequently. Add the sugar, stir until 
dissolved, add the orange juice and cool. Fold in the cream which has been 
stiffly whipped and chill the mixture until thickened. Serve piled lightly in 
sherbet glasses and garnished, if desired, with very fine shreds of candied 


orange peel. 


JELLIED FRUIT COCKTAIL 


| Cupful of pineapple juice 

2 Teaspoonfuls of lemon juice 
Yellow food coloring 

| Cupful of grapefruit juice 

1 Tablespoonful of lime juice 


Green food coloring 


2 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 
4 Teaspoonfuls of gelatine 
V4 Cupful of cold water 


Add the lemon juice and yellow food coloring to the pineapple juice. Add 
the lime juice, the green food coloring and the sugar to the grapefruit juice, 
stirring until the sugar is dissolved. Soften the gelatine in the cold water and 
dissolve by placing over hot water. Add half to the pineapple mixture and 
half to the grapefruit mixture and turn each mixture into a shallow pan. 
Chill until set and serve cut in cubes and piled in cocktail glasses. 

An interesting variation of this idea for the Easter season is to combine 
the yellow pineapple jelly cubes with purple cubes, which are made in the 
same way, using grape juice and a bit of lemon instead of the grapefruit 


and lime combination. 


BAKED GRAPE JUICE PUDDING 


2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 

| Cupful of granulated sugar 

4 Tablespoonfuls of pastry flour 
Vg Teaspoonful of salt 


2 Tablespoonfuls of lemon juice 
Grated rind of half lemon 

3 Eggs 

1Y. Cupfuls of grape juice 


Ts majestic Canadian Rockies have 
more than beauty to offer for your 1936 
summer vacation. 


The tonic mountain air will whet your 
appetite for action. And there’s action 
aplenty at Jasper—a championship golf 
course at your very door. You can motor 
over excellent roads to scenes of unimag- 
ined splendour; ride trail if you wish; swim 
in a warmed outdoor pool; fish for speckled 
or rainbow trout; hike the hills or climb the 
peaks; or just rest peacefully, forgetting the 
cares of the world. 


Canadian National’s Jasper Park Lodge 
affords delightful accommodation for 650 
guests. (Open June 13 to September 15). 
Rates as low as $7.00 a day, including 
room and meals. 


Jasper is on the main line of the Canadian 
National Railways, route of the famous 
“Continental Limited”, daily, between 
Montreal, Toronto, Winnipeg, Jasper and 
Vancouver. 


For two vacations in one, continue 
from Vancouver or Prince Rupert on 
a palatial Canadian National Steam- 
er through the protected Inside Pas- 
sage to Alaska. 


Cream the butter, add the sugar and continue creaming. Add the flour 

and the salt which have been sifted together, the lemon juice and the rind. 

Beat the egg yolks until light, add the grape juice and combine with the 

first mixture. Lastly, fold in the stiffly beaten egg whites and turn the 

| mixture into a buttered baking dish. Set in a pan of hot water and bake 
in a moderate oven—375 degrees Fahr.—for about forty-five minutes. This 
is delicious served hot or cold. 













En route to Jasper and Vancouver, plan to 
stop over at Minaki Lodge, in Canada’s famous 


CREAM OF TOMATO SOUP 


3 Cupfuls of tomato juice V4 Teaspoonful of pepper Lake of the Woods Region. Coisiitens 
: = “talk, - ” 4 eet _— milk National serves all Canada from coast to coast 
I cada ot Sener | Cupful of water and any Canadian National Ticket Agent will 

3 gladly furnish full information regarding 


2 Teaspoonfuls of salt 

Add the onion and celery to the tomato juice with the sugar, salt and 
pepper and simmer for ten to fifteen minutes. Strain, add the soda and 
combine with the evaporated milk and water which have been heated 
together. Heat and serve with a garnish of minced parsley if desired. 


Jasper, Alaska and vacation resorts in Ontario, 
Quebec, Nova Scotia, New Brunswick and 
Prince Edward Island. Low Summer Fares. 
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Foreign Ideas Canadian Ideas 


Fostered 


OREIGN ideas and ideals, furthering foreign interests, 
may be best for foreign peoples but they may not be best 
for Canadians. The spread of Canadian ideas and ideals 
is vital to Canadian welfare and progress. But, foreign ideas 
and ideals are fostered in Canada by giving foreign periodicals 
preference over Canadian periodicals, through Canadian law. 


In the United States 


MERICAN readers are not deluged with millions of copies of 
Canadian periodicals carrying fiction, illustrations, articles and 
features glorifying Canada’s history, art, literature, industry, educa- 
tional and governmental institutions. Canadian periodicals have 
virtually no circulation in the United States to counteract the anti- 
Canadian and anti-British propaganda of some sections of the United 
States press. But, United States publishers send millions of copies of 
their publications into Canada free of all the duties and sales taxes 
which apply to the production of Canadian periodicals. These United 
States publications carry into Canada annually thousands of tons of 
advertising matter free of duty and sales taxes. Other printed matter, 
such as catalogues and circulars, is subject to a duty of 12%c per 
pound plus import tax and sales tax. 


Publishers of United States periodicals have the advantage of serving 
a population ten times as great as Canada’s, with all of the economies 
of mass production and enormous revenues. Added to this, for good 
measure, they have free entry into Canada—a market into which they 
can send their surplus copies, and in which their Canadian com- 
petitors are hampered by tariff-enhanced and tax-increased costs 
from which United States publishers are free. 


United States publishers procure their raw materials — paper, ink, 
engravings, etc., at much less than these can be purchased by 
Canadian publishers. Equipment, which is not made in Canada, is 
from 5c to 33-1/3c on every dollar cheaper in the United States. 


For every dollar spent on editorial contents and illustrations the 
United States publisher can secure revenue based upon service to 
millions of readers. Canadians must purchase literary and artistic 
material of equal or greater merit to serve one-tenth the number of 


readers. 


The savings enjoyed on material and equipment by United States 
publishers are so great that Canadian publishers might save hundreds 
of thousands of dollars per year on these items by publishing in the 
United States, and shipping their publications to Canadian readers 
duty free — thus saving huge sums that could be used to expand the 
service now rendered to the people of Canada. 


Action Urgently Needed 


HE preservation and growth of Canadian unity, Canadian ideas, 

Canadian industry and Canadian institutions demand that the 
government of Canada take adequate action to give Canadian 
periodicals equal opportunities in their own country. Canadian pub- 
lishers ask no odds and do not advocate a tariff on foreign periodicals. 
They now publish the best periodicals in the world for Canadian read- 
ers—periodicals that will continue to be a vital force in Canada, 
offsetting foreign influences and fostering Canadianism in all spheres 
of national life. 


By the removal of all duties, excise and sales taxes which increase the 
cost of Canadian periodicals, but which do not apply to foreign 
periodicals, and by restoring the pre-depression postal rate, the gov- 
ernment of Canada can give Canadian periodicals a more even 
chance to offset the spread of foreign ideas in Canada. 


Stifled 


E Canada-United States Trade Agreement, under 
which United States periodicals enter Canada free, 
stifles the spread of Canadian ideas and ideals, because 

under present government regulations Canadian periodicals 
are forced to bear tariff-enhanced and tax-increased costs. 
Canadian law now encourages foreign periodicals in the 
spread of foreign ideas in Canada and hampers Canadian 
periodicals in the spread of Canadian ideas in Canada. 


In Canada 


ANADIAN readers are deluged with millions of copies of United 

States periodicals containing fiction, illustrations, articles and 
features, glorifying United States history, art, literature, industry, 
educational and governmental institutions, some of which are anti- 
Canadian and anti-British. No exception is taken to the publication 
of such material in the United States, but the wide circulation of it in 
Canada makes it imperative that vigorous Canadian periodicals be 
fostered and maintained to offset it. When Canadian periodicals are 
compelled to bear heavy tariff-enhanced and tax-increased costs. from 
which U. S. competitors are free, the situation calls for immediate 
remedy. 


Raw materials used in Canadian periodicals are made in Canada, but 
because of duty-enhanced prices plus taxes imposed, they cost Can- 
adians much more than similar materials cost foreign competitors. 


These heavy added costs do not enter into the cost of producing 
foreign publications, which enter Canada free of duty or sales taxes. 
A train which might bring thousands of tons of foreign periodicals 
into Canada absolutely free of any tax on either the publication, or 
the paper or other raw materials contained in them, might carry paper 
for a Canadian publisher which would be increased in cost by 224% 
to 32%% duty, plus 3% import tax and 6% sales tax. Other raw 
materials are similarly free when sent in by foreign publishers as 
finished publications but are subject to added costs of from 15c to 30c 
(plus sales and excise taxes) on every dollar if they are to be used in 
the manufacture of Canadian publications. The plant equipment used 
by Canadian publishers, practically none of which is made in Canada, 
costs from 5c to 33-1/3c (plus sales and excise taxes) on every dollar 
over the cost of the same equipment to foreign competitors (except 
presses and typesetting machines). From 90 to 100 items of equipment 
and supplies are subject to duties, sales and excise taxes. 


Simple Justice the Remedy 


ANADIAN periodicals are now subject to the following tariff- 
enhanced and tax-increased costs which do not apply to foreign 
competitors: 


1.—Duties ranging from 5% to 33-1/3% on 90 to 100 items of plant 
equipment (presses and typesetting machines are duty free). 


2.—Sales tax and excise tax on all materials and piant equipment. 


3.—Duties—2214% to 32144% on paper; 1714% on ink; 15% on original 
engravings; 2244% on art work—to which are added sales and 


excise taxes. 


4.—Duty of 12%c per pound, or 2214%, plus sales and excise taxes, 
on inserts imported into Canada to be inserted into Canadian 
publications, the same inserts entering Canada duty free when 
bound in United States publications. 


The removal of the foregoing and all other duties and taxes applying 
to Canadian periodicals, which do not apply to foreign periodicals, 
and the restoration of the pre-depression postal rate, would be simple 
justice, giving Canadian periodicals fair play in extending their ser- 
vices to Canadian readers, widening the spread of Canadian ideas, 


1928—In 1928 the Hon. James A. Robb, Minister of Finance in the 
Liberal Government of the day, took important steps toward 
giving Canadian periodicals an even chance in Canada. 


1936—It is hoped that the Hon. Charles A. Dunning, Minister of 
Finance in the Liberal Government of today, will take adequate 
action in the 1936 budget. It is inconceivable that the Canadian 
Government will refuse to give Canadians equal advantages with 
foreign publishers in Canada. 


PUBLISHED BY CANADIAN NATIONAL NEWSPAPERS AND PERIODICALS ASSOCIATION, TORONTO 
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Tent Court 


-Ewpress « Britain 


ANADA’S Champion, the Empress of Britain, offers more 
space per cabin class passenger than any other ship afloat and 
crosses the open Allantic in the shortest time known to man (land 
to land—Bishop’s Rock to Belle Isle—in 3 days, 1 hour, 30 minutes). 


Think what these twin records mean to you! First, space... space 
to live, to exercise, to relax...a full-size doubles tennis court... 
gymnasium and swimming pool . . . airy, open public rooms and 
lounges . . . quarter-mile-long promenade decks . . . apartments, 
not merely staterooms... a dining saloon that is one of the largest 
unpillared spaces ever built into an ocean liner... shore comforts 
on the sea! And then, smooth sailing . . . one-third of the voyage 
on the sheltered, picturesque St. Lawrence and the majestic gulf 
...a Shore line to watch and time to find your “sea legs’’ before 
| you reach the sea. Add to this, world-famous Canadian Pacific 
service and cuisine and you have the ultimate in ocean travel — 
the Empress way to Europe. 














Convenient, semi-weekly sailings to British and French ports. The 
Empress of Britain and Empress of Australia sail from Quebec. 
The regal but lower-cost Duchess and the comfortable Mont ships 
sail from Montreal and Quebec. All-expense tours if you like, 





Get full information and descriptive booklets from any Canadian Pacific Agent. 


CANADIAN PACIFIC 


“Canadian Pacific Express Travellers’ Cheques . . . Good the World Over’’ 

















MESSAGE # WIVES © 


HUSBANDS HAPPY 


HS away in every man’s 
bureau isa stack of shirts that 
he won't throw away and can’t wear 
—shirts with frayed cuffs, torn neck- 
bands, broken buttonholes or ripped 
nsive shirts “washed” 
out before they’re worn out. 
Not only shirts, but sheets, lingerie 
and clothes of every type suffer 
through harsh laundry methods. 
Stop these losses in your home! 
Santagehics taonbaanes sombre”, 
esti 4 i washing”. 
Designed to “cushion” the fabrics 
against harmful friction the Westing- 
house Washer is also more efficient 
—washes clothesclean in less time. 
Westinghouse models are astonish- 
ingly moderatein price, at $79.50, 
$87.50 and $94.50 (slightly higher in 
West and Maritimes). See your deal- 
er about convenient terms and liber- 
al allowance on your old machine. 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE Co. LIMITED 
HAMILTON + CANADA 
Branches in all Principal Cities 





Westinghouse 








“Backyard” into Garden 


(Continued from page 80} 





foundation lines and bringing the whole 
building down close to the ground. There 
are scores of shrubs to choose from, but in 
a country with such a wide variety of cli- 
mate as Canada it is useless to go into 
details. Winnipeg will use one thing and 
Hamilton another. Of course, the taller 
sorts go nearest the building with the 
lower ones along the walks or for screening 
hydrants or sewer breather pipes. 

Some of the ornamental trees like fancy 
cedars or spruces may be worked in, espe- 
cially where the ground to be laid out is 
bigger than average. 

Gradually the clumps of shrubbery give 
way to flowers. Tall things like the cosmos, 
celphiniums, giant zinnias, phlox and so 
on, will be at the back of the beds with the 
medium sorts in the centre and little chaps 
like nasturtiums, alyssum and lobelias in 
front. 


Ceneral rules for the newcomer in the 
flower gardening field to remember are: 


1. Avoid straight rows of flowers or 
shrubs 


2. Avoid crowding. Plants and shrubs 
require half as much space between as 
their height at maturity. 

3. Develop your special hobbies gradu- 
ally. For instance, it is better to add 
a few roses at a time rather than a 
whole gardenful. Special flowers like 
roses, lilies, irises, etc., require skilful 
care, and this is not acquired over- 
night. 

4. Plan to have your best blooms come 
on when the family will be there to 
enjoy them. In the average city case 


this will probably be in early summer 
and the fall. 

The materials used in flower gardening 
naturally divide themselves into two main 
categories; annuals and perennials. 

It is possible to have a wonderful garden 
from using the first-named alone. With 
these one-year affairs, even the family 
which moves into a new home every year 
can join the great host of gardeners. In 
place of Boston ivy we use hops, morning 
glories, scarlet runner beans, sweet peas 
and trailing nasturtiums. These will climb 
quickly, and fairly high. Instead of shrubs, 
there are large bushy annuals like nicotine, 
cosmos, zinnias, sunflowers, castor beans 
and many other things which reach a 
height of well over five feet and get re- 
markably bushy if cultivated and spaced 
well apart. 

A short cut is provided by the purchase 
of started or bedding plants as the florist 
will call them. These come already well 
grown, in flat boxes, and are set out in the 
garden after danger from frost is past. 

With the perennials, on the other hand, 
one must be fairly certain of living in the 
same home for a year or two, if it is going 
to be worth while to invest in these. As a 
rule there is not a great deal of bloom the 
first year. In flowers it is well to limit the 
first year’s purchase to about a dozen or 
less, as more than this arriving on the new 
gardener may be more than can be handled 
carefully. New stock must either be 
planted at once or kept moist and cool 
until planting time. One or two of iris, 
delphinium, peony, columbine, phlox, 
hardy chrysanthemum, dwarf _phlox, 
pinks, hollyhock, will give one a good 
foundation for the permanent flower gar- 
den. 

These reach their best in a year or two 
and, aside from spring cultivation, a little 
fertilizer and, in the case of the delphinium 
and iris especially, splitting and replanting 
every three or four years, they require 
little attention. Such flowers are knownas 
herbaceous perennials. 


What is Your Viewpoint? 


EDITOR’S NOTE: Following the dis- 
cussion in Chatelaine last month on the 
position of magazines in Canada today, 
“You and Your Magazines,” we publish 
the viewpoint of the Canadian Magazine. 


THERE APPEARS to be a rather preva- 
lent belief that Canadian publishers were 
instrumental in engineering a tax on adver- 
tising appearing in United States publica- 
tions, a tax actually imposed in 1930; and 
are now hugely chagrined because this 
tariff has been removed. But this is not 
the case. 

The Canadian publisher did not ask or 
expect such a tax. 

The Canadian publisher is not now urg- 
ing that it should be restored. 

When the magazine tax was originally 
imposed it seemed obligatory that, as 
Canadian publications had thus been given 
protection, they should measure up to the 
new opportunities thus offered. Without 
having been instrumental in securing this 
advantage they admitted the obligation 
it imposed and did their utmost to meet it, 
by extending circulation and improving 
content and appearance. 

The withdrawal of the tax this year was 
as unexpected as was its imposition. The 
publisher could not readjust himself, be- 
cause he had not forseen the happening. 
He had no way of foreseeing it, for among 
his own public there was no wave of Cana- 
dian opinion favoring such a move. It was 
as unexpected by the Canadian public and 
the Canadian manufacturer as it was by 
the Canadian publisher. But it did leave 
the Canadian publisher under the increased 
disadvantage of having spread himself out 


to meet a situation that had suddenly 
ceased to exist. 

Let us be quite frank. We do feel that 
the sudden withdrawal of the tariff has 
given our foreign competitor, already at a 
great advantage because of the enormous 
volume of circulation and the consequent 
revenue he enjoys, a still further advan- 
tage, and that at the cost of our native 
publications. 

We believe that the Canadian public, as 
a whole, will feel that we are not unreason- 
able in asking that in as far as may be, 
Canadian publications should enjoy the 
same favors, in Canada, as are enjoyed by 
publications of foreign origin. 

The Canadian publisher pays a substan- 
tial duty or an increased price resulting 
from such duty, on all his raw materials, 
and on all the equipment necessary to 
produce such publications. In addition to 
other Canadian taxes he pays a sales tax 
that has increased from one and a half to 
six per cent since 1931. In the same period 
the postal rate on his publication has 
increased from one cent a pound to one 
and a half cents. 

These are charges that impose a very 
heavy burden on Canadian publications. 
Yet, with the exception of a small item of 
postage, they are charges that are not 
borne by outside publications selling in 
Canada. 

The Canadian publisher is asking for no 
favors. He is ready to stand on his own 
feet and take his chances with any reason- 
able competition. But at the same time he 
does believe that the Canadian people will 
agree with him that, with all the natural 
disadvantages of his position, he should 
not be penalized just for being a Canadian. 
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CANADIAN 
PROOUCT 


3-IN-ONE OIL is a com- 
bination of three oils, spe- 
cially blended to clean, lu- 
bricate and prevent rust. 
Saves repairs on all home de- 
vices. Always keep it handy. 


Murine relieves and 
relaxes tired, burn 
ing eyes. Cleanses 
and soothes red 
dened, irritated 
eyes. Easy to 

use. For adults 
or infants. Use 


Murine daily. 

















) Attractive, durable, economical. : 
Made of tough fibre with crépe 
finish. Easily attached to old 
rollers without tacks or tools. 
They fit windows up to 36 inches 
wide by 6 feet high. Colours: 
white, buff or dark green. On 
sale at all leading departmental, 
house-furnishing and novelty 
chain stores. If not procurable at 
your store, write 


KILGOURS LIMITED 
21 Wellington St.,W. Toronto, Ont. 


SCHOFIELD PAPER CO. 
25 Prince William St. Saint John, N.B, 
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NEW WIFE AFTER A BRI 
ROMANTIC COURTSHIP, 





A pathetic story — yet it’s only one of 
thousands of true “B. O.” experiences 
we've received. Here, at the right, is 
the actual letter from the bride’s 
mother-in-law —in picture form. Noth- 
ing added! Names, of course, omitted! 







NOW ADDED TO HER 

PERSONALITY AND 

BEAUTY 1S A FRESH 
SPARKLING CLEANNESS 


BUT FINALLY | RISKED A HEART- 
TO-HEART TALK. THERE WERE 
TEARS IN HER EYES WHEN I 
FINISHED. BUT IT HAS BEEN 
WORTH ALL IT COST 


'D LIKE TO GO TO A MOVIE 
TONIGHT— BUT | KNOW 
THIS WAS WASHDAY AND 
YOU'RE PROBABLY TOO 
TIRED TO BUDGE 


RINSO WILL SAVE 
US MONEY BECAUSE 
THE CLOTHES WILL 
LAST LONGER NOW 
THAT THEY ARENT 
SCRUBBED 


THATS THE BEST 
NEWS I'VE HEARD 
IN YEARS 


DARLING, YOUR HANDS 

ARE BEAUTIFUL.WHAT 
HAVE YOU BEEN 

DOING TO THEM? 


WHEN MY SON BROUGHT HOME HIS 


SHE WAS A MOST ATTRACTIVE GIRL 








IT SEEMS IMPOSSIBLE THAT 

SUCH A LOVELY GIRL COULD 
BECOME CARELESS ABOUT “B.O”" 
BUT SHE DID. NONE OF US HAD 

THE COURAGE AT FIRST TO 


EF AND THE YOUNG MARRIED SET WAS LAVISH IN 


| THOUGHT 


THEIR ENTERTAINING OF THE NEWLY-WEDS. 
BUT GRADUALLY THEY STOPPED 


ee ie tae | Pi 
| | 
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TELL HER | 




































MY PROFILE THEN YOU OWE IT 
THERE 1S NO MORE POPULAR COUPLE ISNT BAD AT ALL. TO YOUR PROFILE 
IN TOWN TODAY. IT'S PARTIES, PHONE BUTMY \ TO USE LIFEBUOY 
CALLS... ALL THE TIME. AND MY COMPLEXION ~ FOR YOUR 
NEW DAUGHTER AND | ARE THE NOT SO HOT COMPLEXION 


BEST OF PALS 


rresuoy for the complexion ought to be a Jaw! In fact, 
it is a beauty law with countless radiantly clear- 
skinned women. Lifebuoy deep cleanses pores yet is as 
gentle as it is thorough. ‘‘Patch’’ tests made on the skins 
of hundreds of women show it is actually more than 
20 per cent milder than many so-called “‘beauty soaps.” 


“B. O."‘ more noticeable in winter 
Close, warm rooms—heavy win- 
ter clothing—don’t take a chance! 
Bathe regularly with Lifebuoy. 
Its purifying lather stops “‘B.O.”* 
(body odour). Its own clean scent 
rinses away. 
Approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau 


'M NOT A BIT TIRED DEAR... LETS GO! 
WASHDAY DOESN'T BOTHER ME AT ALL 
SINCE | CHANGED TO RINSO. IT GETS 
CLOTHES REAL SNOWY WITHOUT 
SCRUBBING OR BOILING 


TELL DADDY HOW WONDER- 

FUL RINSO IS FOR DISHES T00, 
MOTHER. TELL HIM HOW IT SOAKS 
THE GREASE RIGHT OFF AND MAKES 
THE POTS AND PANS SHINE! 


“Safe for colours,’ 


9 
Say experts 
| CAN THANK —kee : 
RINSO FOR THAT, ps them fresh and bright 
TOO. ITS SO KIND b 
TO MY HANDS— { }f polours.” ne ete: 
NEVER GETS i rich, gentle suds do not fade or dull colours pees Cee 
THEM RED thi Just as important as Rinso's safety to cl 


$ marvellous work-savin 
& soap d 7 
AND ROUGH washboard scrubbing and soaxs ces uke 
rf 


Marvellous in washers 


Rinso gives rich. last; 

birt ~ rich, lasting suds—even in hardest { (TESTED ano APRROVED BY 

ee commended by the makers of 24 OD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 
us Canadian washers. Speeds up dish- ees 


thes is the fact that 
with back-breaking 
id brighter. 


washing. Loosens &rease in a jiffy. Grand 


for all cleanin 
g- Most wome : 
household cae women buy the big 
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RODUCT OF LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED 
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BIRTH CONTROL 

VERSUS WAR 

“At the time of going to press, 
war had not been declared.” To 
women who have fought so des- 
perately and with such a sense of 
futility since 1918 for peace, the 


writes. Now as you read this, busi- 
mess and professional women of 
the Y.W.C.A. in Canada and the 
United States, as well as in many 
other parts of the world, are work- 
ing to discover what they can do 
to further “The Will to Peace.” 
A few months ago a new organiza- 
tion of Mothers in Edmonton 
resolved that they would not con- 
done war under any circumstances. 

It does seem to women, (who 
are so frequently accused of being 
illogical), grimly humorous that 


DEMPSEY 


mewpapers carried on the same 
day stories to the effect that Eur- 
ope was in a turmoil and war 
seemed imminent, and that the 
Canadian government voted $84, 
950 for battlefield memorials. Of 
this, $25,000 goes to the unveiling 
of the Vimy Memorial next July. 
And the veterans and war widows 
are going to visit the battlefields 
of France this summer. May it be 
the 1914-18 battlefields! 


2 
VARSITY DATE BUREAU 
DOES BIG BUSINESS 
Toronto Varsity is weeding out 
the wallfiowers (either species). 





chief date-places. Girls’ clubs 
and fraternities often put in a 
bulk order. 

& 
THE HONEYMOON 
ON THE WANE? 


Blind dates don’t always turn 
into blind alleys. A dash of mys- 
tery or ro- 
mance lends 
heightened 
interest and 
honeymoons 
are often in 
the offing. 
(When it’s all 
quite conven- 
tional). 

Honeymoons, 








a a 


by and large, are on the down- 
grade as an accessory to the fact 
of marriage. Once a matter of 
social prestige, the wedding trip 
is now optional. You can take it 
or buy a dining-room suite. If 
you do go travelling after the 
ceremony, it’s no longer de rigueur 
to make it a duet. Dozens and 
dozens of young Canadians marry 
quietly and go off with friends or 
other young marrieds on motor 
trips or holiday jaunts. Or to visit 
relatives. Don’t worry about the 
wane of the honeymoon, though. 
Maybe it ushers in the dawn of a 
greater marriage normalcy. 


“NO KNITTING HERE” 
LECTURERS ANNOUNCE 


Women who knit at meetings are 
being scowled at by lecturers. 
Tired of competing against the 
click of the needles, Canadian 
speakers have finally commenced 
to revolt. While it may seem 
harmless enough to the listener, 
it proves a distraction and annoy- 
ance often to the man or woman 
on the platform, who needs to get 
a certain “contact” to put over 
the subject. 

Either you knit or I talk, but 
not both, says Latvian Sascha 
Davidson, popular Toronto cur- 
rent events lecturer. And they 
obey. Mrs. Herklotz, Roumanian 
woman doctor and wife of Canon 
Herklotz, of Winnipeg, has set a 
similar dictum. Perhaps the prac- 
tice is a little discourteous. 

e 
TRY LAUGHING 
IT OFF OFTENER 


Laugh more! As a nation Cana- 
dians are accused of being too 
solemn and som- 
bre. Read for 
the fun of it, 
says His Excel- 
lency the Gover- 
nor-General. 
Get more light- 
mess into your 
dramatic work, 
offers Malcolm 
Morley. Judg- 
ing from plays presented across 
Canada in dramatic festivals last 
year, this might have been a coun- 
try of tragedy over the kitchen 
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sink, he points out. Our advertis- 


ssl 


Haig, agency executive, thinks 

Finally, the feminine angle, 
women’s organizations n -d more 
humor. Winnifred Kydd is the 
speaker—and she’s head of the 


most comprehensive one. 

For instance, members of the 
Prairie Women’s Institute, in 
which this little incident occurred 
might have sent them rolling in 
the aisles. But there wasn’t a 
smile. The highly efficient Domes- 
tic Science specialist was demon- 
strating the last word in Shirt 
Ironing. 

Stop-watch in evidence, she 
talked rapidly as she completed 
the job in two minutes fiat. 
Flushed with triumph, she paused. 
A genial colored member rose and, 
in a neighborly fashion, suggested 
softly: “If you all had started on 
that there tail instead of the sleeve, 
honey, I think you’da saved your- 
self a heap of time.” 


THESE INTERESTING 
CANADIAN WOMEN 


Frances Shelley Wees had the 
strange experience of reading that 
her mystery story, 
“Detectives Limited” 


‘ ~<rr, 
= £.7¢}7 was found clasped in 
pe -. the hands of a mur- 
@) 2257 dered woman in Cali- 
‘ w&>'', fornia. So her newest 
4=-F2 novel isn’t a detective 
Ze f °3; yarn at all; it’s about 
a a < University professors 
wy ) 3 and globe-trotting re- 
~~: Ff porters, “It Began in 


Eden. 

Dr. Donalda Dickie, of the 
Edmonton Normal School, had 
trouble in breaking through the 
stolid silence of a classroom of 
little Indian children when she 
Was getting material for the first 
Cree primer, and finally did it 
when her pince-nez sprung open 
and they gathered around in 
excited wonderment. 

Nola Erickson, who assisted 
her director-husband with Cana- 
dian Chautauqua for many years 
(and was the first advance agent 
for the entertainment movement 
in this country), recently man- 
aged a lecture tour for General 
Johnston, of the N.R.A. 
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MADE IN CANADA 


doesnt Jatt 


OU can save yourself needless 
hours of rubbing and scrub- 
bing bathtubs, sinks and other 
porcelain or enamel surfaces 
simply by using grit -free Old 
Dutch. It cleans thoroughly 
without scratching; keeps sur- 
faces gleaming smooth and thus 
far easier to clean. Ordinary 
cleansers contain scratchy grit 
that roughens surfaces and 
makes them harder and harder 


to clean. 


There’s nothing else like Old 
Dutch because it is made with 
Seismotite — soft, flaky particles 


that lie flat on the surface and 
clean with a smooth sweep. These 
particles not only clean quicker, 
but go further and polish as 
they clean. 


Save time and money by using 
Old Dutch. Use it for bath- 
room and kitchen, for floors and 
painted woodwork, pots and 
pans, windows and metals. It’s 
kind to your hands, doesn’t clog 
drains, is odorless and removes 
odors. Get three cans of Old 
Dutch today —and send the 
labels for the fine silverware 
offered at right. 


CHATELAINE, APRIL, 1936 


J Tarte and Approved by \. 
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END TODAY FOR THIS LOVELY WM. A. 
ROGERS Al PLUS QUALITY SILVERWARE 


In the beautiful “Croydon” pattern selected for its $1.60 VALUE 
smartness and style by Katherine Caldwell, nation- FOR ONLY 
ally known home economist. You may have your 

choice of 6 teaspoons, a dinner knife and fork, oval 

soup spoons or salad forks. Made by Oneida, Ltd. 


160 VALUE Pl 


OLD DUTCH CLEANSER, Dent. 60W, 64 Macaulay Ave. Toronto, Ont. 


I am enclosing Old Dutch labels or windmill panels therefrom 


and ¢ for which please send me 
6 Teaspoons 3 Oval Soup Spoons 
1 Knife and Fork 3 Salad Forks 
- You may order any one of these units, or as many as you like. 
(Remember each unit requires 50c and 3 Old Dutch labels or the 
windmill panels therefrom). Take advantage of this offer today. It 
is good only in Canada and the United States and expires July 31, 1936. 


Name 
Address 
City 





